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AN ABSTRACT OF THE THESIS OF Patsy Kay Looney Corrigan for 
the Master of Arts in German presented November 21, 1985. 
Title: Translation of Ilse Aichinger's Short Stories 
APPROVED BY MEMBERS OF THE THESIS COMMITTEE: 
H. Frederick Peters 
Translations of three of Ilse Aichinger's stories 
which originally appeared in the book Eliza, Eliza are 
presented in this thesis. The three stories translated are 
11 He r· ode s 11 , 11 P c1 r· t S i n g 11 _ .:i. n d •: D i e Pu p p e 11 • 
A short summary of Ilse Aichinger's biography is 
f o l l ov . .1 e d by r· e 4.:· e ~. r· c h sh m~.1 i n 9 h i ~· t or i c a. 1 t r· a r1 s l a. t i on 
guidelines of noted writers and translators including 
Hieronymus, Martin Luther, Wolfang Goethe, Noval is, Lord 
Woodhouselee, Friedrich Schleiermacher, Jacob Grimm, 
Friedrich Nietzsche, Ulrich von Willamowitz-Moellendorf, 
2 
Flora Amos, Kornei ChuKovsKy, Walter Benjamin, Kahl 
Dedecius, Ji~( Lev;, and Robert Bly. It was found that, 
until very recently guidelines for translation were 1 imited 
to discussion of accurate translation of con.text, and 
whether or not a translation should be word-for-word or 
more 1 iberal, allowing the translator great 1 icense in word 
choice. Particular note is made of guidelines which can be 
applied to translating Ilse Aichinger's uniquely abstract, 
yet flowing style of writing. 
In discussion of the three stories, attention is 
given especially to the influences of Aichinger's Austrian 
and Jewish bacKground on appropriate word choice in 
translation. Her own 1 ife experiences should be allowed to 
affect translation and nuance of words and moods in her 
stories. 
Allen Chappel's translation of "Die Puppe" is 
compared with a translation of the same story presented in 
this thesis. 
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CHAPTER I 
INTRODUCTION 
In working with stories by Ilse Aichinger which 
orignially were published in the book El iza,El iza, in 1965, 
the author's apparently simple style of writing is found to 
be surprisingly difficult to translate. The main 
d_i ff i cu 1 t y i s to pre se r· 1 •.J e the v.Jr i t er':. ar· t i =· t i c 
individuality. Thus began a search for guideline; as to 
what absolutely must be preserved in a good trans1ation of 
a 1 iterary work and what should be altered as the 
differences in two languages, the langu~ge of the original 
work, German, and the second language to which the work of 
art was being translated, English, collided and did not 
always produce synomyms of meaning and vocabulary. 
Knowledge of Ilse Aichinger/s biography was important 
in making decisions regarding the translation of her works. 
Fii c h i n g e r ,. -=· s t or· i e s a r e f i l I e d 1,0.J i t h s )'m b o 1 i sm of h e r· J e t-\1 i sh 
her· i t age , as t.iJe 1 l as her· Aust r i .3.n cu 1 tu re and 1 i fest Y 1 e • 
This sometimes leaves the translator groping for words that 
·=· r e c omm on t Q t h e c u l t u r e an d 1 i f e s t y 1 e s of t h e s e tl.iJ o 
gr· ou p s i n Ge rm an , but l.AJh i ch .3.r e not re .:i.d i l y tr .3.n s l ate d to 
synonyms in the English language. 
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A search for guidelines in translating Aichinger's 
works led to a survey of the writings of important 
translators and th~ir thoughts on the art of translating. 
Although the maxim has always been the production of a 
tr·a.ns 1 at ion IJ.Jh i ch i -:;. 11 true 11 to the or· i g i n.9.1 , op in i 1::ins vary 
as to t,\Jha t the concept of be i n•;i 11 true 11 shou 1 d en ta i 1 • 
Should the translator remain true to the original work and 
produce a word-for-word translation which will sound 
strange to the reader in the second language? Or should 
the translator translate ideas of the original in words 
completely his own with disregard to the language, wording 
and style of the original author? This thesis presents 
some of the thoughts of ancient and modern translators 
regard i n g the a.rt of trans 1 at i on , the imp 1 i c.3. t i on of these 
gu i de l in es for tr an :.1 .:i, t i on of Ai ch i n ge r ,. s st or i es, and 
three trans 1 at i on s of st or i es or i g i n a 1 l y pub 1 i =-he d 1 n 
E l i z a , E 1 i z a. < 1 9 6 5 ) , bu t •.AJ h i c h vJ e r e t a k e n f r om Me i n e 
Sprache und I ch ( 1978) where they •..a.Jere publ i shed a•;ia in. 
After tr an :.1 at i n g 11 Di e Puppe 11 ~ I di sc o•.,1 ere d that a 
translation of the story had Just recently been released by 
A l l e n Ch a p p e l i n ..-.I ..... 1 ..... -:: ....... e_A _____ i_.c._.h...;....;....i .;...;.n_;;;gi...;;e ..... r__..._: _...;;S;;...;e;_...:_l ..;;..e...;::cc...;t;...:e:;_d=-.:...F...;;' o~e;;._t.;;.·. r;._..._y..__.;;a=n..;..d=-.:...F...:..' r.....;· c:;;...' "'"=-:. .;:...e 
(1983) and was curious to compare his translation with my 
own. This comparison is also a part of my thesis. 
CHAPTER II 
ILSE AICHINGER: 
A Short Account of Her ~ife and Work 
The Austrian author, Ilse Aichinger, was born 
November 1, 1921 in Vienna. She spent her childhood in 
Linz and returned to Vienna where she attended secondary 
school. Because her mother was Jewish, Hitler~s invasion 
and annexation of Austria made Aichinger~s wish to study 
medicine impossible until after the end of the war. 
Although she had been able to attain her Matura at a 
Gymnasium in 1939, as a half-Jew she was denied the right 
to attend a university. Many of her friends and relatives 
were sent to concentration camps. Her parents were 
divorced and Ilse remained with her mother. Her twin 
sister escaped to England. 1 
After the war, Aichinger studied medicine for two 
years, during which time she wrote her book, "Die gr6~ere 
Hoffnung, published in 1948. Shortly thereafter, she gave 
up her studies in medicine and became a reader for the 
well-known publishing firm S. Fischer Verlag.2 During the 
year following the publication of her booK, she traveled to 
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England to visit her twin sister, Helga Mitchie, who had 
be•:ome .~. v.Jr i ter using the Engl i sh 1 anguage. 
After Aichinger's travels in England, the characters 
in her stories were often given English names. Travel 
beyond the borders of Austria had been denied to her 
during the years of the occupation. As a result, travel 
became an important part of her 1 ife and her writings. 
Ships, harbor cities, borders, and islands appear in them 
'=' frequent 1 y • ._, 
In 1950, Aichinger moved to Ulm where she worked 
,,.., i th Inge Sch o 1 l i n he 1 p i n g to bu i l d up the A•: ademy for 
Design. She continued her own writing and her work for the 
Fischer publishing house. In 1953, she was married to the 
poet GQnther Eich. They had two children, Clemens and 
Mirjam. After her marriage, Aichinger's stories became 
more abstract, and the biographical influences found in 
previous t,oJorks such as Die gro.Bere Hof fn!dJl.9 diminished. 4 
Aichinger and her family moved Gro~gmain near Salzburg, 
where she continued to 1 i ve after her husb.~.nd'. s death in 
1972. 
Aichinger became a member of Group 47 and has 
received recognition through several literary awards. 
Amon g th e s e a. r e t h e 1 9 5 2 Gr o u p 4 7 p r i z e f or· 11 Un t e r· de n 
G~.1 gen 11 , the Aust r i a.n St a. t e Pr i z e for· Li t er a.tu re i n 1 952 
a.nd 1975, the Br·emen Prize for Liter.:: .. tu re in 1955, the 
DUsseldorf Immerman Prize in 1956, and the Bavarian Academy 
Prize for Literature in 1961. She is a member of the 
Academy of Arts in Berl in and the West German PEN Club. 5 
Other worKs by Ilse Aichinger include Die Kn6pfe 
<1953), Der Gefesselte (1953), Zu Keiner Stunde<1957>, 
5 
Be such i m Pf .:t_r r ha.us ( 1 961 ) , l...Jo i ch 1,.Joh n e ( 1 963) , E 1 i z a, E 1 i z a 
(1965), Auckland <1969), Nachricht vom Tag <1970), Dialoge, 
Erz~hlungen, Gedichte (1970), Schlechte W6rter (1976), 
VerschenKter Rat (1978), and Meine Sprache und Ich (1978). 
CHAPTER III 
PROBLEMS OF TRANSLATION 
GUIDELINES OF EARLY TRANSLATORS 
Early translators who wrote about their art and 
defended their style were usually more concerned with 
accuracy in translating the content and intention of a work 
than in preserving the original writer/g style. The work 
which sparked the greatest controversy about translation 
was the Bible. Critics were not so quick to attack 
translations of classical works which were not Biblical in 
nature. 
Hieronymus <St. Jerome) was one of the earliest 
translators of the Bible to discuss and defend his reasons 
for translating in a particular way. His thoughts on the 
best methods of translating the Scriptures appeared in a 
letter to Pamachius around 340 to 320 A.D.1 
In his own defense, Hieronymus said he had fol lowed 
the rule of not translating word-for-word (or even trying 
to preserve the word order of Greek, which he considered a 
mystery). Instead, he translated the intent, or the sense, 
? 
•:if the 11JorK. He pointed out that this was the example 
given by Cicero in translating Plato's works and others • 
•.• , dae ich bei der Uebersetung der Heil igen 
Schriften aus dem Griechischen, wo selbst die 
Wortstellung schon ein Mysterium ist, nicht Wort tur 
Wort, sondern Sinn fQr Sinn ausgedrUcKt habe. Ich 
habe Ja schl ieal ich als Lehrbeispiel fUr diese 
Me th ode Tu 11 i us [c i cerg] , der· den Pr·ota.goras des 
Plato, das Oeconomicon des Xenophon und die beiden 
herrl ichen Reden des Aeschines und des Demosthenes, 
die sie gegeneinander gehalten haben, Ubersetzt 
ha.t .2 
Hieronymmus' goal was to translate in such a way that 
the new version would not sound translated, but instead be 
in the language used by speakers using natural forms of 
expression found in common usage • 
... ich habe sie aber nicht als Uebersetzer 
Qbertragen, sondern als Redner, mit den 
Redewendungen, den Bild- und Wortgestaltungen, die 
unseren Gebriuchen angepaat sind, wodurch ich es 
nicht n6tig hatte, Wort fUr Wort zu Ubersetzen; 
dafUr habe ich aber das Wesen und die Kraft des 
1 •• ~.lor t es ge1,~Jah rt . 
.. . Es ist schwer fUr einen, der fremde Sprachen 
genau verfolgt, nicht irgendwo Uber das Ziel 
hinauszuschie~en, und es ist mUhsam zu erreichen, 
daa Dinge, die in einer fremden Sprache gut 
ausgedrO.cK t s ind, in der Ueberse tzung den gl e i ch en 
Reiz bewahren. Etwas ist durch die EigentUm-
1 i ch Ke it e i nes Wor tes ge:.agt; i ch a.ber habe ~~e i nes, 
mi t dem i ch da s au sdr Uc Ken kb n n t e , u n d tJ er l i ere in 
dem Versuch, den Satz zu erfUllen, auf langem Umweg 
die Knappheit der Ausdrucksstrecke. Dazu kommen 
quere und umschriebene Wendungen, Ungleichheiten der 
grammatischen Formen, Verschiedenhei tender Bilder. 
Letzten Endes ist Jede Sprache nur sie selbst und, 
wenn ich so sagen darf, in sich selbst heimi·3ch. 
l,Je n n i ch Wort f O.r V.Jor t (tbe r set z e , dan n Kl i n gen :. i e 
ungereimt, wenn ich etwas in der Anordnung oder in 
der· Sprechwe i se vera.ndere, :.che i ne i ch die Pf 1 i ch ten 
des Uebersetzers zu verle~zen.3 
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Martin Luther~s defense of his translations of the 
Bible tend to agree with the ideas of Hieronymus. In 1530 
Lu t he r t1..1 r o t e h i s 11 Sen db r i e f v om Do l me t sch en 11 i n 'A' h i ch he 
defended his use of commonly spoken German to translate the 
Bible. He repudiated the charges of those who criticized 
his choice of words and said he translated falsely, by 
poi n t i n g out the exact i n g .at tent i on to de t .a i 1 and the gr e .at 
amount of time it required to translate even a few words 
into the clear, precise German he wanted to give his 
transl a. t ions. 11 Un d es i st u n s se hr· oft be ge gn et , da.f3 t.i.J i r· 
vierzehn Tage, drei, vier Wochen haben ein einziges Wort 
• 
gesucht und gefragt, haben/s dennoch zuweilen nicht 
gefunden. 11 4 
Like Hieronymus, he wanted accuracy in translation, 
but recognized the fact that a word in one language often 
will not have an exact synonym in the second language, and 
one must go to the idea being expressed to discover how the 
sentence would be translated into the second language. 
Accused of adding words which were not in the original 
text, Luther wrote that, while Latin and GreeK may not use 
the extra word in expressing the idea, clear natural German 
would require the use of additional words. 
Wahr ist's: Diese vier Buchstaben 'sola' stehen 
nicht drinnen, welche Buchstaben die EselsK6pf 
ansehen, wie die KUhe ein neu Tor. Sehen aber 
nicht, daf3 es gleichwohl dem Sinn des Textes 
entspricht, und wenn man's will Klar und 
ge•1-Ja. l ti gl i ch ver- deu tschen, ~.o geh6re t es hi ne in, 
denn ich habe deutsch, nicht lateinisch noch 
griechisch reden wollen, als ich deutsch zu reden 
beim Dolmetschen mir vorgenommen hatte. Das ist 
aber die Art unsrer deutschen Sprache, wenn sie von 
zwei Dingen redet, deren man eines beJaht und das 
ander verneinet, so braucht man des Worts sol um 
'allein' neben dem Wort 'nicht' oder 'kein' . 
... Denn man mua nicht die Buchstaben in der 
lateinischen Sprache fragen, wie man soll Deutsch 
reden, wie diese Esel tun, sondern man mu~ die 
Mutter im Hause, die Kinder auf der Gassen, den 
gemeinen Mann auf dem Markt drum fragen, und 
denselbigen auf das Maul sehen, wie sie reden, und 
darnach dolmetschen; da verstehen sie es denn und 
merKen, daa man deutsch mi t ihnen redet.5 
In addition to 1 i sten i ng ta:• the everyday usage of 
speech, Luther mentions the need for a large grasp of 
vocabulary on the part of the translator in order to 
translite accurately from one language <Hebrew) to 
another<German). 6 He would have envied us the myriad of 
dictionaries available today which are so necessary in 
9 
translation to test the fine shades of meaning which affect 
the translator's word choice. 
Luther a 1 so t ooK i ssu e tJ.J i th u n re a 1 i st i c t? x p e ct a. t i on s 
of his critics regarding his word usage. They expected a 
German translation to correspond to a Latin translation, 
which would not have made sense in German. Thus he 
emphasized again that the translation had to be according 
to what speakers of the second language would use 
themselves when speaking • 
. . . E i n Deutscher h 6 re t 1,t,,1oh 1 , da.6 ·'Mann·· , 'LO.·:. t e,. 
oder 'Begierungen' deutsche Wort sind, wiewohl es 
nicht eitel reine deutsche Wort sind, sondern 'Lust' 
und 'Begier' wiren wohl besser. Aber wenn sie so 
zusammengefasset werden: Du Mann der Begierungen, so 
wei.6 kein Deutscher, was gesagt ist, denKt, da.6 
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Daniel vielleicht voll b6ser Lust stecKe. Das hie~e 
denn fein gedolmetscht. Darum mu~ ich hier die 
Buchstaben fahren lassen und forschen, wie der 
deutsche Mann das ausdrUcKt, was der hebriische Mann 
'l~ch hamud6th' nennt: so finde ich, da5 der 
deutsche Mann so spricht: Du l ieber Daniel, du 1 iebe 
Maria, oder: du holdsel ige Maid, du niedl iche 
Jungfrau, du zartes Weib und dergleichen. Denn wer 
dolmetschen will, mu~ gro~en Vorrat von Worten 
haben, dami t er die recht zur Hand haben Kann, wenn 
eins ~irgendwo kl ingen will .7 
Hieronymous and Luther's guides to translation deal 
with prose found in the Bible. They do not discuss how to 
deal with poetry al though the "Songs of Solomon" and other 
portions of the Bible are written in poetic form. How 
should 1 iterature which is poetic or artistic in nature be 
dealt with? This is an important consideration to the 
translation of the works of Ilse Aichinger whose stories 
are those of an artist rather than the records of 
historians of a people such as are found in the Bible. 
Therefore one must turn to writers and translators who were 
concerned with the translation of 1 i terature, both 
classical and modern. 
1 1 
GUIDELINES OF MODERN TRANSLATORS 
The dividing point between early and modern 
translators is the point at which they begin to deal with 
t r an s l a. t i on of 1 i t e r a t u r e a. s a r· t . Th e i r t h o u 9 h t s r e g -~ r d i n g 
tr·anslation tend to be generalizations in support of 
translation rather than step by step guides as to how to go 
-~bout the task. 
Johann Wolfgang Goethe was an enthusiastic 
He believed translating opened the way to 
understanding between nations and cultures. In Der· 
West-bstl iche Divans, he wrote of what he considered to be 
the first type of translation as making the reader 
acquainted with foreign countries in the sense of our own 
-~bi 1 i ty to understand them, and for this he considered 
simple prose the best medium. "Es gibt dreier·lei Arten 
Uebersetzungen. Die erste macht uns in unserm eigenen 
Sinne mi t dem Auslande bekannt; eine schl icht-prosa.ische 
i =· t h i e z u di e best e • 11 9 The second type of tr· -~.n -::. 1 -~ t i on , he 
found, tries to set us in the foreign country as much as 
the translator can understand it. 11 Eine zweite Epoche 
fol gt hierauf, woman sich in die Zustinde des Auslandes 
z f..\J a r z u • ..J e r s e t z e n , ab e r e i g e n t 1 i c h n u r f r em de n S i n n s i c h 
anzueignen und mit eignem Sinne wieder darzustel Jen bemQht 
• t II 1 0 1s. A third level of translation, however, Goethe 
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praised most highly. It creates a work identical with the 
or i gin a 1 • 11 ••• so er 1 ebten 1,.,J i r den dr it ten Ze i tr.aum, 
welcher der h6chste und letzte zu nennen ist, derjenige 
n am l i ch , ... ,, o man d i e LI e be r s e t z u n g de m 0 r i g i n a. 1 i de n t i s c h 
machen m6chte, so dae eins nicht anstatt des andern, 
1 1 
son de r n an de r· Ste l 1 e des an de r n ge 1 ten :.o l 1 • " 
In hi s t.i.Jr i ti n gs, 11 Z u br Ct de r· l i ch en An den k: en l.i..I i e 1 a.n ds 11 
found in his Einzelschriften,12 Goethe writes that the 
first maxim of translating is to bring the foreign author 
to us and the second is to put us into his conditions, 
style of speech and ideosyncrasies . 
• 
Es gibt zwei Uebersetzungsmaximen: die eine 
verlangt, dae der Auter einer fremden Nation zu uns 
herQber gebracht werde, dergestalt, dae wir ihn als 
den Unsrigen ansehen k6nnen; die andere hingegen 
macht an uns die Forderung, dae wir uns zu dem 
Fremden hinQber begeben und uns in seine Zustinde, 
seine Sprachweise, seine Eigenheiten finden 
sollen.13 
In Dichtung und Wahrheit14 he gives consideration to 
the translation of poetry into prose. Goe the e~.Jen 
recommends translation of works of great authors into 
simple prose as the best type of learning exercise for 
young minds to gain a true appreciation and understanding 
of these 1.J.Jorks. Even though Goethe was respectful of the 
original rhyme and rhythm of poetic works he felt the 
essence of the poet would be found when translated to 
prose. In this respect, Goethe held Luther/s prose 
tr a.n s 1 .::.\ t i on s of the Bi b 1 i c -3. l poetry, found i n the book of 
13 
Hiob, the Psalms and other songs, in higher regard than 
later versions which tried to also translate the meter and 
rhyme. 15 These thoughts were to have lasting influence on 
translators who would paraphrase the original as their 
method of translation. 
In his Maximen und Reflexionen16 Goethe reveals other 
feelings re•;larding translation. He says tha.t translations 
a r e n e ~ ... e r q u i t e t h e or i g i n a 1 , bu t i n s t e ad t h e y at.o..1 a K e n a 
feeling of curiosity to see what the original was really 
1 i Ke. 11 Ueberse tzer s ind .a 1 s gescha.f ti ge Ku pp 1 er anzusehen, 
die uns eine halbverschleierte Sch6ne als h6chst 
1 iebenswurdig anpreisen: -:. i e err· e gen e i n e u m.i..1 i de rs t eh 1 i ch e 
Neigung nach dem Original 11 1 7 His fee 1 i ng for· the va.l ue of 
translation in promoting understanding between nations 
appears again in another maxim. This time the great 
frustration felt by most translators, that which is 
untranslatable from one language to another, is actually 
lauded as the thing which makes us more aware of the 
foreign country and language. 11 Be i m Ueberse tzen mu.B ma.n 
bis ans Unuberse tz 1 i che her.~.ngehen; a 1 sd.ann 1 .... J i rd man .aber 
er· st di e fr em de Nat i on u n d di e fr em de Sp r· .:i.c he ge1 .... Jah r • 11 1 8 
Noval is (Friedrich von Hardenberg), a contemporary of 
Goethe/s and a representative of the e.arl i est ph.:i.se of the 
r om a. n t i c p e r i o d i n Ge rm a. n 1 i t e r· a. t u r e , s .~.f..,J t r a. n =· 1 .~. t i on .as 
something 1,i..1hich could become either mythica.l, transforming 
or gr amm a t i c .a 1 • By m>~ th i ca. l tr .3.n s l a. t i on ~ he me a.n t one i n 
14 
which the pure character bf the ideal of the original work 
is presented. This he felt was the highest form of 
translation. Gr amm a t i c a. 1 t r· a. n :. l a t i on s we r· e a.•: c u r a t e an d 
learned, but they displayed no great discursive ability. 
Transforming translations were the poetic type which 
required that the translator himself be a poet or writer to 
capture the spirit of the poet in the translation. 
Eine Uebersetzung ist entweder grammatisch, 
oder verindernd, oder mythisch. Mythische 
Uebersetzungen sind Uebersetzungen im hochsten Styl. 
Sie stellen den reinen, vol lendeten Karakter des 
individuellen Kunstwerks dar. Sie geben uns nicht 
das w i r·k 1 i che k:unstwer·k, ~.ondern d.~s Idea 1 
desselben . 
... Grammatische Uebersetzungen sind die 
Uebersetzungen im gew6hnl ichen Sinn. Sie erfordern 
sehr viel GelehrsamKeit, aber nur diskursive 
Fahigkeiten. 
Zu den verindernden Uebersetzungen geh6rt, wenn 
sie icht seyn sollen, der h6chst poetische Geist . 
... Der wahre Uebersetzer dieser Art mu~ in der That 
der KQnstler selbst seyn, und die Idee des Ganzen 
bel iebig so oder so geben k6nnen. Er mu~ der 
Dichter des Dichters seyn und ihn also nach seiner 
und des Dichters eigner Idee zugleich reden lassen 
l<onnen. 19 
In searching for guide l i nes to tr·a.n~. lat i n•;;;i, one 
becomes aware of the fact that few writers or translators 
discussing the subject venture beyond general discussion of 
the ethics or •;Joa.ls of the pr·oblems in•.)ol•.)ed. Hr:H ... Jever, in 
his book Essay on the Principles of Translation <1792) 
Alexander Fraser Tyler, Lord Woodhouselee gave the 
fol lowing three principles: 
1) A translation should give a complete transcript 
of the idea of the original work. 
15 
2) The style and manner of writing should be of the 
same character as that of the original. 
3) A tr· ans lat ion shou 1 d have al 1 the ease of 
original composition.20 
In Friedrich Schleiermacher~s essay "Ueber die 
versch i edenen Me thoden des Ueber·se tzens 11 ( 1813) , 2 1 he 
points out that translation of concrete objects and actions 
from one language to another is easy enough, but the 
problem for the translator comes when trying to translate 
the 1 i t er ar y works i n v-Jh i ch thoughts -~r· e the pr i ma.r y source 
in the writing being translated, and the more time that has 
passed between the writing of the original and writing of 
the translation the more difficult the translator's work 
becomes • 
.•. Alle Worter, welche Gegenstande und Thatigkeiten 
ausdruKken, auf die es ankommen Kann, sind gleichsam 
geaicht, und wenn ja leere ubervorsichtige 
Sp i zf ind i gKe it s i ch noch gegen e i ne mO•;)l i che 
ungleiche Geltung der Worte verwahren wollte, so 
gleicht die Sache selbst all es unmi ttelbar aus. 
Ganz anders auf Jenem der Kunst und Wissenschaft 
zugeh6rigen Gebiet, und Qberall wo mehr der Gedanke 
herrscht, der mit der Rede Eins ist, nicht die 
Sac h e , a 1 s de r e n •1.J i 1 1 k 0. h r 1 i c h e s 1-l i e l l e i c h t -~be r f e s t 
bestimmmtes Zeichen das Wort nur dahsteht. Denn wie 
unendl i ch schl.\Jer und •.,.1er1,\J i kke 1 t r,,, i r·d hi er das 
Geschaft~ welche genaue Kenntni~ und welche 
Beherrschung beider Sprachen sezt es voraus~ und wie 
oft, be i der geme i n~.ch.:.d t 1 i ch en Ueberzeugung da~ e in 
gleichgel tender AusdruKK gar nicht zu finden sei, 
gehen die sachKundigsten und sprachgelehrtesten 
bedeutend auseinander, wenn sie angeben wol len, 
l.o.J e 1 c h e s de n n n u n de r· a.m n a c h s t e n K omm e n de s e i • D i e s 
gilt eben so sehr von den lebendigen malerischen 
AusdrQKKen dichterischer Werke, als von den 
abgezogensten, das innerste und al lgemeinste der 
Dinge bezeichnenden der h6chsten Wissenschaft.22 
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Like Goethe, Schleiermacher felt that the translator 
had two choices, either to move the reader toward the 
original author/s position, or move the author toward the 
reader-. He felt both methods of translation present such 
different styles that the translator would have to choose 
one over the other and continue throughput the work in that 
style. 2:3 
Schleiermacher recognized that trying to be true to 
the original created a foreign sounding work for the reader 
of the translation and set two conditions for a natural 
sounding translation: a) that the understanding of foreign 
works be a known and sought for condition and 
b) that the foreign language itself be granted a certain 
flexibility . 
.• . denn Je genauer sich die Uebersezung an die 
Wendungen der Urschrift anschl ie~e, um desto fremder 
tAJerde s i e schi::m den Leser gema.hnen. . .. so mu.B man 
zugeben, ein unerli.Bl iches Erforderni.B dieser 
Methode des Uebersezens ist eine Hal tung der 
Sp r ache , di e n i ch t nu r n i ch t a. l 1 Uig 1 i ch i st , son de r n 
die auch ahnden li.Bt, da.B sie nicht ganz frei 
ge1A1a.chsen, • ..Ji el me hr zu e i ner fremden Aehn l i ch Ke it 
hi nO.ber·gebogen se i ; und m.~n mu.B gestehen, di eses mi t 
Kunst und Maa.B zu thun, ohne eigenen Nachtheil und 
ohne Nachtheil der Sprache, dies ist vielleicht die 
gr6.Bte SchwierigKei t die unser Uebersezer zu 
Qberwinden hat.24 
In 1847, Jacob Grimm discussed problems of trans-
1 a.ti on in his te>~ t 11 Ueber da.s pedant i sche in der· deu tschen 
Sprache 11 • He points out that the pedantic nature of German 
and the Germans appears in their translation. However, he 
does not be 1 i eve i t poss i b 1 e to transl a. t e t c• another· 
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language so perfectly that one can say, if this person had 
originally written in German, he would have written this 
v..•a.y. 
wir ubertragen treu, weil wir uns in al le 
eigenhei ten der fremden zunge einsaugen und uns das 
herz fassen sie nachzuahmen, aber allzu treu, well 
sich form und gehalt der w6rter in zwei sprachen 
niemals genau decken K6nnen und was Jene gewinnt 
dieser einbuszt. wahrend also die freien 
ubersetzungen blosz den gedanKen erreichen wol len 
und die sch6nheit des gewandes daran geben, muhen 
sich die strengen das gewand nachzuweben pedantisch 
ab und bleiben hinter dem urtext stehn, dessen form 
und inhalt ungesucht und naturl ich zusammenstimmen. 
nachahmung lateinischer oder griechischer verse 
zwingt uns die deutschen worte zu drangen, auf die 
gefahr hin dem sinn gewal t anzuthun; ubertragne 
prosa pflegt alsogleich brei ter zu gerathen, wie 
beim hinzuhalten des originals in die auge~ fillt.25 
His discussion of translation deals mainly with 
translation of other languages into German. 
11 Ueber Sprache und J.,..Jor te 11 by Arthur Schopenhauer26 
again emphasizes that not every word or expression wi 11 
f i n d an e q u a 1 t r an s 1 a t i on or syn on ym i n an o t h er 1 an g u age : 
Nicht fOr Jedes Wort einer Sprache f indet sich 
in Jeder andern das genaue Aequivalent. Also sind 
nicht simmtl iche Begriffe, welche durch die Worte 
der einen Sprache bezeichnet werden, genau die 
selben, welche die der andern ausdrQcken; wenn 
gleich Dieses rneistens, biswei len sogar aufallend 
gen au . . . son de r n oft s i n d es bl os .3.h n l i ch e u n d 
verwandte,Jedoch durch irgend eine Modifikation 
verschiedene Begriffe.27 
Sometimes the foreign word wi 11 be taken into the second 
language to become the official expression of the concept, 
or the dictionary will give a string of words which come 
close to translating the word. In learning the second 
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language it becomes necessary to learn the concepts which 
go with the new vocabulary. New thoughts will accompany 
n elJJ •JJor ds • 
••. Bisweilen auch drOcKt eine fremde Sprache einen 
Begriff mit einer NOance aus, welche unsere eigene 
ihm nicht giebt und mit der wir ihn Jetzt gerade 
denKen: dann wird Jeder, dem es um einen genauen 
Ausdruck seiner GedanKen zu thun ist, das Fremdwort 
gebrauchen, ohne sich an das Gebelle pedantischer 
Puristen zu kehren. In al len Fill en, wo in einer 
Sprache nicht genau der selbe Begriff durch ein 
bestimmtes Wort bezeichnet wird, wie in der andern, 
giebt das Lexikon dieses durch mehrere einander 
verwandte AusdrQcKe wieder, we1che al le die 
Bedeutung desselben, jedoch nicht concentrisch, 
sondern in verschiedenen Richtungen daneben, .•. 
Demgemi~ l iegt, bei Erlernung einer Sprache, 
di e Sc h~'J i er i gk e i t v or z O.g l i ch da.r· i n , j eden Be gr· i ff , 
fQr den sie ein Wort hat, auch dann Kennen zu 
lernen, wann die eigene Sprache Kein diesem genau 
entsprechendes Wort besi tzt; welches oft der Fall 
ist. Daher also mu~ man, bei Erlernung einer 
fremden Sprache, mehrere ganz neue Sphiren von 
Begriffen in seinem Geiste abstecken: mi thin 
entstehn Begriffssphiren wo noch keine waren. Man 
erlernt also nicht blo~ Worte, sondern erwirbt 
Begriffe. Dies ist vorzUgl ich bei Erlernung der 
a 1 t e n Sp r a c he n de r F .a 1 1 ; v.J e i 1 d i e Au s d r u c K sw e i s e de r 
Al ten von der unsrigen viel verschiedener ist, als 
die der modernen Sprachen von einander ... 28 
Friedrich Wilhelm Nietzsche/s writing concerning 
translation declares that the tempo of a language is the 
most di ff i cul t e 1 eme n t of sty 1 e to tr -3.n s 1 .9, t e . Like Grimm, 
he laments the stiffness and gravity of the German language 
and the style of German writers. His comments, also, 
refer mainly to works being translated from other languages 
to German: 
Was sich am schlechtesten aus einer Sprache in 
d i e an d r e •J. be r s e tz e n l a .B t , i s t d .::c, s Temp o i h re s 
Stils: als welcher im Charakter der Rasse seinen 
Grund hat, physiologischer gesprochen, im Durch-
schn it ts-Tempo i hr es 11 St of fwechse l s 11 • Es. g i bt 
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ehrl ich gemeinte Uebersetzungen, die beinahe 
Filschungen sind, als unfreiwill ige Vergemeinerungen 
des Originals, bloa wei l sein tapfres und lustiges 
Tempo nicht mit Qbersetzt werden konnte, welches 
Uber alles Gefihrl iche in Dingen und Worten 
wegspringt, weghilft.29 
Ulrich von Wilamowitz-Moel lendorf agreed with 
Schleiermacher's condemnation of paraphrasing an original 
in translation. In his essay "1;.Ja:. i st •lberse tzen?" < 1981), 
he wrote that the translator's goal was not free v~rse. 
He felt the spirit of the poet had to speak to us with his 
words. The new verses should have the same effect on the 
translator's readers, as they did on the orioinal author's . -
readers. 30 
As a 1 inguist, Willamowitz-Moellendorf knew that it 
was rare to find exact synonyms in two languages; however, 
he did bel ie~.Je th.ct.t di·:.tingui<.:.hing ch.:i.racteristics of the 
work could be reproduced • 
•. • Und wenn wir den einen AusdrucK nicht wiedergeben 
K6nnen (in Wahrhei t K6nnen wir ein einzelnes Wort 
fast n i e 1Jberse tzen, v.Je i 1 abgesehen von techn i sch en 
W6rtern niemals zwei W6rter zweier Sprachen sich in 
der Bedeutung decken>, so Kann man doch auch im 
Deutschen einen verhaltenen Vorwurf, der darum nur 
tiefer verwundet, zum AusdrucK bringen, Kann also 
den Gedanken nicht nur, sondern auch das Ethos der 
Rede wiedergeben. Es gilt auch hi er, den Buchstaben 
verachten und dem Geiste folgen, nicht W6rter noch 
Sitze Ubersetzen, sondern Gedanken und GefUhle 
aufnehmen und wiedergeben. Das Kleid mua neu 
werden, sein Inhalt bleiben. Jede rechte 
Uebersetzung ist Travestie. Noch schirfer 
gesprochen, es bleibt die Seele, aber sie wechselt 
den Leib: die wahre UebersetzunQ ist 
Metempsychose.31 -
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In a study of El izabethian period translations in 
Early Theories of Translations, Flora Amos points out that 
the Rennaissance translators were greatly inspired and 
encouraged to translate. At that time faithfulness to the 
original was greatly prized. 32 Apparently the countries on 
the continent (including Germany) were turning out even 
33 more translations than England. 
During the seventeenth century,however, a new 
tradition crept up which encouraged translators to give 
freedom to their translation and to be as original as they 
pleased, while 1 iteral translation in turn was regarded as 
less desirable. Gradually the extremes of this tradition 
were recognized as less than desirable and a middle 
position was sought.34 
Kornei ChuKovsky also points out that during the 
period of Russian classicism, translators in Russia before 
the Revolution were very imprecise in their translations 
and often added or deleted material as the spirit of the 
author they were translating moved them.35 
W a 1 t e r Be n . ..i a.m i n \A.Ir i t e s i n 11 D i e Au f g a.be de s 
Ue be r set z er s" ( 1 '7'23) that one of the .jobs of the transl at or· 
is to update the translation, to make it understandable to 
his audience whose language has changed since the original 
v..•as writ ten . 
.. . Uebersetzungen, die mehr als Vermittlungen sind, 
entstehen, wenn im Fortleben ein Werk das Zei talter 
seines Ruhmes erricht hat. Sie dienen daher nicht 
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sowohl diesem, wie schlechte Uebersetzer es fQr ihre 
Arbeit zu beanspruchen pflegen, als da~ sie ihm ihr 
Dasein verdanken. In ihnen erreicht das Leben des 
Originals seine erneute spateste und umfassendste 
En tfa 1 tung • 
•.. Denn wie Ton und Bedeutung der gro~en Dichtungen 
mit den Jahrhunderten sich v611 ig wandeln, so 
wandelt sich auch die Muttersprache des 
Uebersetzers. Ja, wahrend das Dichterwort in der 
se in i gen Ct.berdauer· t, i st au ch die gro.Bte Ueber-
se tzung bestimmt, in das Wachstum ih~er Sprache 
e in-, in der erneu ten un terzugehen .36 
As to the question of being true to the original 
wording or using more freedom in translation to preserve 
th e sen s e of the or i g i n a 1 , 8 e n j am i n f e l t th a t th e sen s e of 
the •::ir i g i na 1 is mo-:.t imp or tan t to preserve, but tha. t th i -=· 
must come from the wording of the.original. For him the 
inter 1 i near trans 1 a ted versions of the Holy Seri p tures lAJere 
the ideal to be str· i ved for in a.1 l tra.ns l -3. ti on •37 
Wolfgang Schadewaldt's article "Das Problem des 
Uebersetzens 11 first appeared in 1927. 38 He felt th.at the 
value of a translation depended on what one expected from 
it. This, however, he saw as the source of the 
translator's problem. The translation would not be an 
exact copy of the original but rather a creative work in 
itself. 
Uebersetzung ist nicht Kopie, sondern sch6pferische 
Tat. Identitat ist ihr nicht gegeben. Das H6chste, 
da s s i e f O.r· -=· i ch be an sp r u ch en K .an n, i st , dem l.)or· bi 1 d 
wesensahnl ich zu sein; und doch darf die sch6p-
ferische Nachbildung eines als werthaft empfundenen 
Werkes nur verm6ge ihres Strebens zur Wesens-
gle ichhei t mit dem Urbi ld Uebersetzung hei~en. Mag 
dieses Streben auch dem TheoretiKer als Fiktion 
erscheinen, so wird es dem Uebersetzer doch zur 
Regulative seines Tuns.39 
Like most of the early and modern writers and 
translators reviewed in this work, Schadewaldt hesitated to 
give actual rules concerning the way in which works should 
be tr -3.n s 1 ate d, fee 1 i n g th -3. t th i s 11-JOU l d cont r .9.d i ct the 1 .. .1 er>' 
essence of humanistic spirit which should be found in 
translation. 
Die Frage nach der Methode des Uebersetzens 
aufzunehmen, bestimmte Rezepte zu geben und Regeln 
aufzustellen, wQrde dem Wesen des Uebersetzens aus 
eigentl ich humanistischem Geiste wiedersprechen. 
Denn das Verfahren im einzelnen, die gr6eere 
Freiheit oder die gr6eere Genauigkeit bestimmt sich 
hier nach dem Wesen des Originals und dem Orte, den 
es bereits in unserem Geistesleben einnimmt.40 
In 1961 Kahl Dedecius, a noted translator of Slavic 
languages wrote "Slawische Lyrik - Qbersetzt - Qbertragen 
- nachgedichtet."41 He wrote that the difference between 
the orderly and systematic approach to most intellectual 
spheres of creation and the contrast to the art of 
translation's habit of leaving its art to chance and chaos. 
He described three types of translation: a.) trans- 1 a. t i on 
1.1.Jhich is -3.uthentic but not ar·tistic, b) tr.3.ns- cription 
1,.,J h i c h i s a. r· t i s t i c an d a. u t h e n t i c • -3. n d c ) p a r a. p h r a:. e 1,,J h i c h i ~-
artistic but not authentic. He felt no translation was 
ever a pure form of one of these types of translation.42 
Some contemporary translators, perhaps tired of this 
confusion, have set down more specific guidelines for 
trans 1 -3. t i n g. In his book, Die 1 i terarische Uebersetzung: 
Theorie einer Kunstgattung, Lev; mentions several specifics 
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which were he 1 pfu l in maK i ng dee is ions rega.rd i n•;;;:J 
translation of Ilse Aichinger's works. 
In the case of words which do not have exact synonyms 
in two languages, he writes that the translator is forced 
to use an abstract .:i.t a. higher le•,.•el than is found in the 
original which may be further clarified through use of 
.9.d...i e c t i v es . 
Die InKongruenz der W6rter zweier Sprachen zwingt 
den Obersetzer oft, einen breiteren Begriff, eine 
AbstraKtion hoheren Grades zu verwenden, als dies im 
Or i gin a 1 de r Fa l l i st. l.,Jo di e Mutter sp r ache Ke in 
~quivalent zu einem fremden Spezialbegriff 
(besonders zu typisch nationalen Wendungen) hat, 
bleibt keine andere Mogl ichkeit, als den ihm 
unmittelbar Qbergeordneten Begriff zu wihlen und 
diesen gegebenenfalls durch irgendein Adjektiv zu 
erliutern, d.h. eine beschreibende Benennung zu 
verl.,Jenden ••. 43 
I t i s hi s feel in g that the trans 1 at ion of a 1,1.Jor K of 
prose must be more precise than the translation of a poem 
for which mood and style are easier to characterize and 
form an opinion of: 
Die Besch~ftigung mit der Uebersetzung verlangt sehr 
feine Methoden, v.Jeil sie mit oft sehr schwer 
fa~baren, Jedoch bedeutsamen Details arbeitet und 
r..•.J e i l d i e l i t er a. r i sch e Per- s 6 n l i ch k e i t h i er ~: e i n e s1.J.J e gs 
durch die ThematiK, die Komposition und die 
Gest.:t 1 tun9 der· l.o.J i r·k 1 i ch Ke it, sondern durch fe i ne 
s t i 1 i s t i s c h e Nu an c e n c h -~ r a. I<: t: e r i s i e r· t t.o.J i r d • 4 4 
In h i s .:i.r· t i c 1 e "l.•J i l 1 Tr ans 1 .:t t i on be of Use to 
Tr -3. n s I a t or s? 11 , on e of t h e p o i n t s Le ~ ... .._,: d i s c u s s e -::. i ~. t h e 
choice of names in translation. One must choose a 
translation of a name on the basis of the meaning of the 
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name and its connotation in language, culture and social 
patterns of a certain cultural region. 
As soon as the designation of a character takes on 
the form of a proper name, it becomes dependent on 
language and on the social pattern of a certain 
cultural region, since every nation has a stock of 
1 inguistic forms available for use as personal 
n a.me-: .• •• 
If the translator decides to inform his reader of 
t h e me .~ n i n g of 11 s p e a K i n g n am e s 11 - .~ s h e i s of t e n 
obliged to do f.ex. in comedies - he cannot simply 
translate a Mrs. Malaprop or a Charles Surface, a 
Mr. Ford or a Mr. Page, but must find equivalent 
names in his own national repertory, and substitute 
the names. 
And once the name has no meaning at al 1 - or no 
meaning in the particular play or novel - neither 
translation nor substitution are possible, and the 
on 1 y p o s s i b i 1 i t y i s t r::i 11 t r· an =· 1 i t e r a t e 11 i t : t h e n am e 
of Mr. Ford h.~s a semantic function in 11 The Merry 
Wives of Windsor 11 , while it has no semantic function 
of its own in a biography of the American automobile 
manufacturer, and can only be transl iterated 
there.45 
In The Eight Stages of Translation,46 Robert Bly 
deals with the problem of translation of poetry. His 
me t h o d of de a 1 i n •;i w i t h p o e t r y , h m1.J e t.J e r· , i s 1..J e r y a p p r· op r· i a t e 
for de a 1 i n g l.i.J i th l i t er at u re , such .:i. s I 1 se Ai ch i n ge r,. s, i n 
v.J h i c h an i n d i •.J i du a 1 a r t i :. t ,. ·:;, q u a 1 i h- .:i. p p e .:.. r s i n t h e -:. t y 1 e 
of v.Jr i t i n g. 
Bly describes the first stage of translation as the 
i teral word for word translation. A poetic 1 ine tends to 
go flat at this point ci.nd lose its poetic qua.l i ty. The 
second stage seeks to understand exactly what is meant or 
f e 1 t in the or i g i n a.1 and .3. l 1 nuances of me an i n •;;) t.t,Jh i ch c a.n 
be brought to the 1 •.i.Jords in the or· i g i na l 1.:i.nguage .:i.re 
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examined. In the third stage the translator sets out to 
br i n •;i l i f e to the tr .ans 1 at i on . 
During the composition of the 1 iteral version 
we followed the word order of the original German, 
and by doing that found ourselves drawn into the 
whirlpool of the delayed verb. German gains energy 
at times by delaying the verb, and even the main 
noun, so it appears 1 ate in the sentence. Eng1 i sh 
gains energy the opposite way, by embarking the main 
noun immediately and the verb soon after • 
... Leaving the word order of the original poem 
behind is of ten painful ; beg inn i n•;J transl a tors 
especi.ally resist it. They feel disloyal if they 
move the verb, but each language evolves in a 
different way and we cannot c~ncel a thousand years 
of language evolution by our will .47 
The fourth, fifth and sixth stages deal with what the 
ear hears when the ~oem is read - the tone or mood fel-t in 
the poem. 
In the seventh stage, a person born into the language 
is asked to go over the translated version to find errors 
and check fine nuances of words used in the original .48 
During the last stage the final draft is written and 
the translator may even examine other translators' versions 
of the same worK.49 
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TRANSLATION OF ILSE AICHINGER'S WORKS 
The first maxim found in researching translation 
guidelines is to be true to the original worK. This 
entails understanding of the author's message if one is to 
translate fine nuances of meaning into a second language. 
In the C-3.se of I 1 se Aichi nger, the trans 1 .:i. tor is -3. l re.3.dY 
facing a dilemma with this first maxim. As pointed out by 
Dagmar Lorentz, who has written one of the most thorough 
analyses of Ilse Aichinger and her works presently 
available, 50 Aichinger herself is not always able to help 
interpret her own works, suggesting instead that perhaps 
they are meant to be interpreted at an individually 
personal l eve 1 • Therefore, Aichi nger does not pre tend to 
have written for a specific message, sense or purpose. 51 
This leaves the translator free to search out how others 
ha1..Je felt the st or>' should be in ter·pre ted, a.s we 11 as to 
fol low his or her own interpretation, having no set 
guide l i nes or note-:. from the .:i.u thew. 
The second maxim is to translate in such a way that 
the ne1 .... .1 1..Jers ion 1..i..1ou l d not ha1...'e a. stiff foreign 11 transl a.ted 11 
Lorentz points out that Aichinger's works seem to 
C"•") 
profit from being read aloud.~~ This is often helpful to 
the translator in trying to preserve the flow of 
Aichinger's style. In the three stories chosen for 
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translation, a flowing quality in Aichinger's writing 
became observable. This flow was often created by the use 
of sentences which a teacher of composition would usually 
mark a.-:. 11 run-c•n 11 sentences. In Ilse Aichinger's stories 
these sentences work and flow together effortlessly in her 
German. I n En g l i sh , t h e same r u n n i n g t o g e t h e r of s e n t e n c e s 
did not result in a smooth flow, rather in a Jumbled sound 
and a definite incorrectness in grammatical structure. 
Dividing the run-togetber German sentences into shorter 
ones in English created a short, choppy effect, which was 
also not an accurate representation of Aichinger's flowing 
style. 0 n e t e c h n i q u e IA' h i c h s e em e d · to i m i t a t e, th e f 1 ot.i.J i n g 
effect in English t.._1.~s to use the progressive form of the 
verbs. This verb form, non-existent in Ger·man, is one 
which suggests continuing action in English. The following 
sentence in German is taken from 11 Herodes 11 , 5 :3 and the ho..10 
translations which follow are examples of the difference in 
style created by different treatments. In sentence 11 b 11 , 
the structure is altered by dividing the sentence into 
several short ones, creating a choppy rhythm. In 11 c 11 , the 
use of the progressive form of the verb is used to 
translate the original . 
• ~ • 11 Er 1 ..a.J .a r s i c h e r , d a J3 e r e s k 1 op f e n ode r· 1 .§. u t e n 
9ehor t hat te, aber· ...i e tz t l-''ar es st i 11 , die zerfressenen 
Dielen rQhrten sich nicht, die Scheiben schmutzig und 
eisKal t, hingen fest in den Rahmen.54 
b. He was sure he had heard a Knock or ring, but 
now it was quiet. The rotten floor boards didn't move. 
The window panes, dirty and ice cold hung rigid in their 
fr .3.me s. 
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c. He was sure that he had heard a knock or ring, 
but now it was quiet, the rotten floor boards not moving, 
the window panes, dirty and ice cold, hanging rigid in 
their frames. 
This difficulty in recreating Aichinger's flowing 
sentences illustrates Nietzsche's feel i ng that the tempo of 
a language is the most difficult to translate. 
As Martin Luther pointed out, words are found which 
do not translate readily with exact synonyms from one 
language to another, and this is true of Aichinger's 
stories.55 This is a result of differences in cultures and 
1 ifestyles. In 11 Her· odes 11 , ha.Jo such 1J . .1or· ds appear for t.1..1h i ch 
th er e a r e n o e x a c t syn on ym s i n Ame r i c .an En g l i sh , be c au s e 
the objects are not commonly found in the United States. 
The first 1,.1.Jas 11 Futter·ha.user" (fO.r die Hirsche),56 .~.nd the 
second l.1.Jas 11 Hol zpl .~tze 11 .57 Both of these terms developed 
in German due to the closeness of the uni ndustr i .~l i zed 
forests to the German-speaking populace. This has led to 
the development of a vocabulary common to objects and 
places commonly found in the forests which must be 
described in more abstract terms in En9l i sh to ere ate the 
s a.me p i c t u r e • 11 Futterhauser 11 I chose to tr.:i.nsl a.te a.s 
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11 feeding stations 11 • One dictionary translated 11 Holzplatz
11 
with a ref err a 1 to the word 11 Ho1zhc•f 11 and then gave the 
de f i n i t i on 11 wood- ( •::> d . t i m be r ) ya r d ; Ame r i •: an - 1 umber >' .;:l r d " . 
The huge industrialized area of cut timber and rough hewn 
logs brought to mind by the t.\Jor·d 11 l umberya.rd 11 1,·Jou l d be a.n 
inc or r· e ct p i ct u r· e for 11 Ho1 z pl .:.. t z 11 • The r· e fore 11 Ho l z p 1 at z e 11 
has been translated a.s 11 t....,oodcu t ters··· cl ear i ngs", bringing 
to mind the picture of a much smaller clearing in which 
probably one or two woodcutters cut wood and piled it by 
hand at the side of the forest paths or roads. 
Following the principles given by Lord Woodhouslee, 58 
I first completed a transcript of each story. Second, I 
attempted to imitate Aichinger's style and manner of 
writing. Lastly, to obtain the naturalness of the orginal, 
I asKed a non-German speaking native of the United States 
to read through the final draft to look for sections which 
might sound stiff or foreign. I felt that having worked so 
cl ose l y v.J i th the or i g i n a. l 1 an gu .:i.ge of the story du r in g 
translation, I might not be as aware of foreign sounding 
phrases as someone who did not understand German and would 
not be influenced by an empathy for and understanding of 
German word usage and sentence structure. 
Robert 81 y' s gu i de 1 i n es t,.\Je r· e per h .ap s more he l pf u l 
than those of any other writer or translator. After 
writing down a word for word translation of each of 
Aichinger's stories, I went over each sentence carefully 
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looking for possible nuances which minute word changes 
could bring to the tone and style of the translation. Then 
each sentence was discussed with a German-born speaker of 
the language to check sections which I had marked as ·having 
the possibility of subtle changes in meaning if one word 
were preferred over another, and whether the native speaker 
also felt such a choice would be Justified. The English 
wording and sentence patterns were checked for naturalness 
approximating the author's original writing as closely as 
possible. It was necessary to do this after the 
native-born Germans had gone over the story, because their 
I 
own usage of English was sometimes too foreign-sounding and 
had to be modified to be more natural. As has already been 
mentioned, a native English speaker was then asked to read 
through the story to check for natur.~.1 ne:.s of Engl i :.h 
expression. After al 1 of the final drafts were written, 
another translation of one of the stories, "Die Puppe 11 ,5'i 
c am e to my a t t e n t i on . As B 1 y s u 9 g e s t s , i t i s 1..J e r y 
interesting to read another's translation of the same work, 
Knowing all of the difficult places and the reasons one 
chose cer ta.in 11-Jor·ds. The pa.r ts •.J.Jh i ch 1,~Jer·e espec i a. l l >' 
intriguing were, of course, the parts which had been the 
most di ff i cu 1 t to tr .:i.n s l a. t e 1;.Jh i l e do i n ·~ my moJn tr a.n s 1 -3. ti on . 
Bly'° s a.pproach to tr·.3.ns 1 a.ting Germa.n poetry to Engl i sh 
seems especially appropriate when translating Ilse 
Aichinger's worKs because her style of writin9 is more 
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apparent and carries more meaning when one reads it aloud, 
which is also true of most poetry. 
CHAPTER IV 
A COMPARISON OF TWO TRANSLATIONS 
Allen Chappel's translation. of "Die Puppe"l t came .o 
my attention about a month after I had finished my own 
translation of the same stor-y. As Robert Bly notes in his 
book, The Eight Stages of Translation,2 reading another 
translator's version of a work one has translated is 
enjoyable, and one feels a great deal of ,sympathy for the 
other translator, remernber-ing the parts which were 
difficult to translate and one's own struggle with these 
difficult sections. 
When the tr-anslation of "Die Puppe" presented in this 
thesis is compared with the translation published by Allen 
Chappel, almost every sentence has one or more words 
translated differently. Translations of the same work 
written by different. translators usually vary in wording, 
but this does not have to mean that either translation is 
essentially wrong. 
In translating "Die Puppe", I tried to Keep in mind 
that Aichinger tends to use the same language she would use 
in conversation in her writing;3 I also wanted the 
translation to reflect the fact that the stor-y is about a 
doll which would have been exposed to the language of a 
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chi 1 d. The dol 1 's words, however, cannot be too chi~: di sh 
because this is not a baby doll, but rather a doll of 
fashion which seems to have a sense of self-worth. The 
dol 1 is actua.11y the nar·rator of the entire story ar1d 
relates this in a stream of consciousness, one image after 
the other crowding through its mind. 
Except for a few instances, Chappel's translation is 
accurate, but I find that his translation of German idiom 
or sentence structure becomes awkward or stiff in English. 
I tried to avoid this awkwardness in my translation, 
because I felt Aichinger's sentence structure is not at all 
stiff in the original German, and an accurate translation 
should also have her naturalness. 
The underlined sections of the following sentences 
are examples chosen to show Chappel's tendency to stay too 
close to a word for word translation, resulting in a stiff, 
foreign, or unnatural sounding text. Aichinger's original 
worK is followed by Chappel's translation and then my own, 
to show a more natural English usuage. 
1. a.. •Abends·waren wir auch wieder in einem der 
Cafes, und ich bekam Nu~creme zu kosten ••• " 4 
b. "Evenings we were also again in one of the 
cafes a.nd I got to taste nut-cream ••• 11 5 
c. "In the evening we were in one of the cafes 
again and I got a taste of hazelnut cream ••• " 
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2. a. "Aber ich bin doch gestern noch durch diese 
Stadt getragen worden, auf zarten Armen, bedeckt mit 
Spitzen und einen von Spitzen gesaumten Hut auf meinem 
Kopf. 6 
b. "Was I not Just yesterday carried through the 
c i ty, in thin arms, covered w i th .1 ace and a hat tr j mmed 
with lace on my head?u 7 
c. "But Just Yesterday I was carried through 
this city, in tender arms, covered with lace, and a hat 
trimmed with lace on my head. 11 
In examples one above, and three and four below, 
idiomatic use of German and Chappel;s word for word 
trans 1 at ions comb i· ne to ere ate some of the awkwardness. 
Germans tend to use the word "schon 11 <already) more 
frequently th~n is done in English. Use of the word 
0 a1ready" by Chappel in ex~ple number three is unnecessary 
and interrupts the flow of thought. 
3. a. "Und schon ging es weiter, in Kirchen, wo die 
Kuhle von den Kanzelboden auf uns herunterbrach, die 
verschiedenen Laute v~n Schritten auf Holz und Stein, ich 
sa~ in schwarzen BanKen und meine BlicKe waren geradeaus 
gerichtet, von den rosigen Lichtern durch die Fenster nicht 
be i rr t. "8 
b. "And it was already continuing in the 
churches where the coolness fell down upon us from 
floorboards of the pulpit, the various sounds of steps on 
wood and stone, I was sitting in dark benches my sight 
directed straight ahead not diverted by the rosy 1 ights 
through the windows."9 
c. "And so it continued, into churches, where 
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the coolness of the floor of the pulpit descended on us, 
the various noises from -footsteps. on wood and stone; I was 
sitting on black pews and my glances were directed straight 
ahead, not to be led astray by the rosy 1 ights coming 
through the windows." 
4. a. "Und nun ist·niemand mehr hier,· und von 
se 1 bs t kann i ch mi ch n i ch t umwenden, um Z'U sehen, ob Hut 
und Sshal noch am Bettknauf hangen." 10 
b. "And now no one is her~ any more and I cannot 
turn around by myse 1 f to see whether hat and s.ha.wl are 
still hanging. on the bed knob.ail 
c. "And now nobody e 1 se is here any 1 onger, and 
I can't turn around by myself to see if mr hat and scarf 
are sti11 hanging on the bed knob." 
In example four, use of the possessive pronoun in 
German is not always deemed necessary when an object 
obviously .belongs to the person speaking. In English, 
1 eav i ng out the word "my" leads to a question of 01;.mersh i p. 
In this case, whose hat and shawl are hanging on the bed 
knob? Did she 1 ooK to see if her 01;.m hat and shawl 11Jere 
still there or those of the child she belonged toa Chappel 
had also previously omitted the possessive "my" in the very 
first 1 ine of the story which started the story out in 
unnatural English. 
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5, a. "Mit den Kleidern zu Bett und niemand, der 
mein wachsernes Gesicht gewarmt hatte, Spuren des Morgens, 
der durch die Vorhinge streicht, die Augen halb offen." 12 
b. "To bed with cloth&s and no one who might 
have warmed my waxen face~ traces of the morning sweeping 
through the curtains, eyes half open."13 
c. "Put to bed with mr clothes on and no one to 
wa~m my waxen face, traces· of the morning, streaming 
through the curtains, my eyes half open.~ 
Chappel's translation leaves one wondering if pePhaps 
the do 11 was in bed w i th the c 1 othes. in the c 1 othes c 1 ose t, 
and whether this could be the reason she was not seen and 
was left behind. 
There is one instance . in which Chappe 1 chooses to use 
the word "myu, which creates an absurd s6unding situation, 
and would have been better 1eft out. 
6. a. nso konnte ich friedl ich die Tore auf- und 
zuschlagen und die Singvogel verstummen horen und wurde 
mitten darin auf die Arme geleQ.1 und gewiegt wie jemand 
nach einem schweren Kummer oder wie ein ganz Kleines Kind: 
und mit Tranen geherzt, als ich einmal nahe daran war, ins 
Wa:.ser zu fal 1 en, aber doch n i cht f i el. 11 14 
b. "Thus peacefully I was able to hear the gates 
bang open ?.i.nd «shut, and to hear the songbirds grow silent 
and was laid in the middle of it on my arms and cradled 
1 ike someone after a grave sorrow or 1 ike a very small 
child: and caressed with tears when I was once on the 
verge of falling in the water but didn't."15 
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c. uThus I could listen peacefully to the gates 
open and close and to the song bi·rds fall silent, and in 
the midst of this would be laid into the arms and rocked 
like someone who had suffered a great sorrow or 1 iKe a very 
small child, and was comforted with tears once, when I came 
close to falling in the water, but didn't.a 
Chappe 1 's phrase, "and in the mi ddl·e of my arms", 
gives rise to the puzzling picture of the doll being made 
to 1 i e on her own ·arms, a r a.the r di ff i cu 1 t f ea. t • The do 11 
never identifies the child who owns it. Rather, it seems 
to regard the.child with a sense of detachment <indeed the 
doll is literally detached from the 1 ife of the child now> 
and regards itself with great seriousness, as if it were an 
ac tua 1 1 iv i ng p 1 ayma. te of the chi 1 d. Chappe 1 "s trans 1 at ion 
"my arms" is most 1 ikely intended to show the dol 1 feels 
she is the owner of tne child, a situation which would be 
the opposite of reality. I do not, however, think the doll 
is intended to show that much possessiveness towards the 
child. The doll is merely viewing everything in her memory 
in a detached fashion, and in the second to last paragraph 
of the sto~y, suggests that she wi 11 soon even begin to 
forget to whom she be 1 ongc,d. 
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There are a few instances when I do not agree at all 
with the word Chappel has chosen ~s a translation and feel 
that the meaning of the sentence has been changed too much 
to be accurate. 
The first disagreement is found in the previously 
given ex amp 1 e number two. Chappe.1 has trans 1 a ted the 
phrase "auf zarten Armen" as •in thin arms" while I chose 
to translate this as "in tender arms 0 • The word "tender" 
provoKes the immage of a caring child holding her doll. In 
addition, "tender" is a synonym for the word "zart", and 
the word "thin" does not come close to it in meaning. 
A second difference of opinion regarding word choice 
comes in translating the last phrase of the following 
sentence. It is followed here by Chappel~s translation and 
then my own. 
7. a. "Und wurde nur, wenn andere meiner Art sich 
naherten, gerade aufgesetzt, der Schleier wurde mir dann 
leicht vom Hut gezogen und meine runden Arme, da wo sie aus 
den Spitzen Kamen, gestreichelt, mein Gesicht, wenn die 
andern meiner Art vor~ber waren, mit Kussen bedecKt, meine 
Wimpern~ die Ohren, meine ger6teten Wangen.ul6 
b. "And I was only set up straight when others 
1 iKe me were approaching, the veil was 1 ightly drawn back 
from my hat and my round arms where they came out of the 
1ace were stroked, my face covered with Kisses when the 
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others like me were gone, so that it seemed to me sometimes 
as if blood entered my cheeks." 17 
'' uAnd only when others of my Kind came near, 
tJJa. s I se t •J p st r a i gh t , the v e i 1 1 i f t e d 1 i gh t 1 Y fr om m>' ha. t 
and my round arms stroked there where they came out from 
the lace; my face, when the other5 of my kind had gone, was 
covered with kisses, my eyelashes, my ears, my blushing 
cheeks." 
"So that it seemed to me sometimes as if blood 
entered my cheeks" is such· a long awkward way to deal with 
the three words 11 me i ne gero te ten Wan gen". · One usual 1 Y 
speaKs of "blushing cheeks", or, in the case of a doll, 
evenn painted red ·cheeks". There is no mention of the 
doll's feeling anything 1 iKe blood going into her cheeKs in 
Aichinger~s s~ntence. The original German has thus been 
made to seem very cumbersome, i..1.J i th Chappe 1 £ s trans 1 at ion, 
when it was really a series of simple pictures. By 
simplyfying the phrases, "mein Gesicht ••• mit KUssen 
bedeckt, meine Wimpern, die Ohren" to read "my face covered 
with kissesu, the sentence was additionally robbed of a 
series of pictures of the child kissing her doll. 
One of the most intriguing aspects of reading a 
translation written by someone else was to discov~r what 
had been done with the sections which I had found most 
comp 1 i cat e d wh i 1 e tr>' i n g to c r- eat e j us t the r i gh t tone or 
find the exact words with which to translate. There were 
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times when Ilse Aichinger~s unusual wording and 
strung-together images made the meaning of a sentence 
somewhat obscure. One such sentence in •oie Puppe" was the 
following: 
8. a. 11 I ch habe au ch di esma 1 eher den Fi sch-und 
Meeresgeruch in den Kleidern und.helle, vor den Abblattern 
noch behutete Wandgemalde im Sinn, und die Kirchen der 
Ebenen, ihre Vogel- und Strauchreihen, die Wege dazwischen, 
die die Betenden nehmen, zarte Seufzer, Segnungen, die 
Hinde, die mich beruhren.alS 
b. "This time too I have more 1 iKe the smell of 
fish and ocean in my clothes and bright frescoes which are 
st i 1 1 preserved fr om pee 1 i n g , are st i 1 1 i n my m i n d , and the 
churches of the plains, their rows of birds and shrubs, the 
paths between, them ~hi ch supplicants taKe, tender sighs, 
19 blessings, the hands which touch me.u 
c. "This time also, I have in my mind rather 
the fish and sea smell in my clothes, and the bright 
frescoes which are still Kept safe from flaKing, and the 
churches ·of the plain~, their rows of birds and shrubs, the 
paths in between these, which the worshippers taKe, tender 
sighs, blessings, the hands, that touch me.u 
The length of the sentence above which contained so 
many different images contributed to the uncertainty of how 
to best translate the begining of the sentence regarding 
the smell of the fish and sea which in turn seemed 
unrelated to the rest of the pictures presented. 
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Another word which seemed to elude just the right 
translation was the word 11 laviert 11 in the sentence below. 
Both Chappel and I have chosen words which indicate the 
doll is being moved by another, but a difference in mood is 
created by the two words. 
9. a. "Ich wurde im Abendschein vorsichtig Uber 
die Brucke laviert und Uber Teiche gehalten, ••• "20 
b. "I was manoevered carefully over bridges in 
the sunset and held over ~onds, ••• 0 21 
c. "In the glow of evening I was carefully 
wafted across bridges and held over ponds, ••• " 
During the process of translating 11 laviert 11 , my own 
objection to ~ords 1 ike "wangled" and "manipulated", which 
were included in dictionary _definitions, was that they 
lacked feeling and seemed too mechanical. The choice of 
"coaxed" came about after discussion with a native-born 
German about the feeling we both felt was being suggested 
by the word 11 laviert". at this point in the story. Later 
the word " wafted" was suggested to me to include the 
feeling which "laviert" conveys of something being carried 
through the air. The doll is remembering a time when she 
was taken care of and her owner still played with her, 
helping her to move as children do when they play with 
dolls, treating them 1 iKe small children who need to be 
"coaxed or 1 ifted along along the way. It is the loss of 
these times in which she was cared for which are felt so 
poignantly by the doll as she realizes she has been left 
behind and will no longer be a part of the child~s 
existence. Therefore, her own existence will fade, too. 
Word choices were made on the ba•is of their ability to 
reflect the doll~s memories of being cared for and 
cherished and then, later in the story, her sense of 
abandonment and loss of identity. 
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CHAPTER V 
THREE STORIES BY ILSE AICHINGER 
AND THEIR ENGLISH TRANSLATIONS 
HEROD 
The tattered green robe draped scantily over his 
shoulders, Herod stared outside. Through the window of the 
small room, he saw his wife laboring up the hill. Now and 
then she stopped, gasping for breath, and looked at the 
snow capped mountain tops, as if she felt a desire to 
disappear within them. He understood such wishes. Like a 
stag in water, he thought, but that was a faulty 
comparison. He felt a dizziness, not one of the bad or 
dangerous kinds, he ·had only stood up too quickly. He was 
sure t~a t he had heard a l<no·cK or ring, but now it was 
quiet, the rotten floor boards not moving, the window 
panes, dirty and ice cold, hanging rigid in their frames. 
He thought these windows were ridiculously small, but if he 
had had sons, his sons would have 1 iked everything, and 
also his wife never said anything about not 1 iking them. 
She was in agreement with the window panes, with the poorly 
cared for 1 ivestock dozing, dimly visible in the stables, 
and with the gently sloping meadow, now covered with snow. 
She loved the feeding stations for the deer farther up on 
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the edge of the old clearings; she had a good deal of 
feel ir1g left over for the decayed and overgrown paths which 
led to the village, for their senseless forking and 
branching out, for springs and for the clouds, regardless 
of whether they were round and sharp-edged or tattered. 
She didn't even shy away from spe,al< i ng of her preference 
for the chickens, repeatedly bringing the evening's 
conversation around to them. She 1 iked the chickens and 
their patter around the house, their industry, indecision 
and lethargy. But there would be no talk of that for some 
time to come since it was morning, and, when she arrived, 
she would be tired from the path and the still air and 
disturbed by the village people, among whom she always 
walked hastily and without looking up, until she reached 
the meadows. Then she would stand still, look around to 
see if anyone had followed her, let the distant neighbors 
by, greeting them shyly, but, from a distance, she would 
set her bag on a tree stump and begin to collect pine cones 
and to dawdle in the forest, kicking 1 ittle pieces of wood 
in front of her before she continued on her way. Today the 
1 ight as well as the music were good, she then sometimes 
said, when she finally got there, quickly putting the water 
on for soup. How quiet the birds in the trees we~e today, 
not a single one chirped to me. He understood that! Did 
you see any blackbirds? No, no blackbirds, but there were 
a few Kites there, those.are rarer birds. She preferred 
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the wintery and snowy 1 ight, those layers of gray in the 
air, for it wasn't white. And she 1 iKed the old shepherd 
who sometimes came ~round this 1 ight to serve up his tales, 
and who, when one was funny, banged the table with his fist 
and wiped his dry beard. Then she started to laugh, too, 
as if she were still young, and ~ontinued to cacKle tinnily 
for quite some time. Around this time the day came to an 
early end. He didn't want to thinK about the longer days 
now, he cou 1 d never imagine hotlJ he stood them, but he 
always had and even found a certain pleasure in the warm 
nights and the early braying of the donkey. There was 
sti 11 time until then. 
He groaned and wiped his eyes, tears of boredom 
always came to his eyes, and it annoyed him that he had 
gotten up for nothing. When she came in now, she would 
thinK he was happy, and that it was going to be a good day. 
What had he heard? Where did the steps which he always 
expected, but which weren't hers, come from? Was the 
elderberry bush moving, was someone feeling their way along 
the shed? Was someone rubbing stones together in the 
nettle patch, in order to set fire to the house? The 
nettles weren't tall now, not a single one of them, but 
there were enough of the kind of robbers who would hide in 
them. Even children were becoming robbers now, and he was 
afraid of them. These were not good times, and he knew it. 
Not long ago there had been a mountain slide, and a village 
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had been buried. The mountains groped farther ahead with 
their snow covered arms, as if they were looking for 
something. Herod looked down at his feet, they were 
delicate and white, and only where his house slippers 
rubbed was the sKin rough; he didn't walk much. But 
perhaps they would go out together today, to see the deer 
or the icy springs, and when they came home, it would be 
getting dark already. He didn't fear the darkness. Yes, 
he would prefer a walK to the shepherd's stories, his jokes 
and the laughter. That in~ipid laughter that he couldn't 
stand. 
Herod rubbed the window clean that he had clouded 
with his breath •. His wife saw him now and waved from afar; 
she waved eagerly like a child and practically ran the last 
steps, with her bag and the dark baskets on her arm. She 
had twigs in her hair and on her coat, yes, she had been in 
the forest again. Her eyes sparkled, as if she could help 
him. Herod didn't move. She put everything down, looKed 
for the key a while, unlocked the door and pushed towards 
him with her burdens. 
A draft went through the open 1 iving room door to the 
cracks in the window and surrounded her awkward form. He 
had hung his night-cap on the bed post, the blanket was 
thrown bacK and the 1 inen sheets underneath were rumpled 
and gray. But hadn't the clang of cymbals been in the air; 
didn't the trees rub against each other, and didn~t +.he 
ravens in the cabbage patch, which normally could only 
croaK, begin to sing? 
47 
They stopped out on the snow fields. We should't 
have gone farther than feeding the deer, thought the wife, 
but I/m not going to say anything. From the rocK 
formations, a cold wind blew aga~nst them and Herod gasped. 
If deer had come, he would have been ready to turn around, 
but there weren't any; the· clearing had lain quietly under 
a flat sKy, and they had gone on. The ravens hopped behind 
them for a while, before they turned around. Herod didn't 
turn bacK towards them or towards her either; he rushed 
ahead and every time she caught up with him, she saw a 
glimpse of his grey beard, which stood out pointedly from 
his chin, and his angular white forehead. The forest was 
damp and cold, and the pine needles didn't even rustle 
under their feet. There was nothing to be seen of the 
herds, which had already been driven home, and only once 
did a bull come and rub his horns on the wire and placidly 
stare at them. In the forest she had stayed close behind 
Herod, but in the c 1 e_ar i ngs she hung back and then she 
could see the green robe, which he hadn't taken off, 
hanging out from under his coat, and also an end of the 
twisted, nearly colorless cord which trailed along behind 
him on the path. In the distance clocks rang, the moon 
suddenly showed itself on the other side of the sky, and 
with effort one could even have seen stars. Birds chirped 
48 
in the low lying brush, and the fog had begun to catch at 
thorns on the bushes, but they hadn't yet reached the 
singing pines; there were no cymbals, no raven's song. And 
here there was even less. The best thing about these 
snow-covered fields was that they left nothing more to hope 
for; they rose up flatly and ste~ply, rocKs, and there were 
only a few of those, then once again ice and the extremely 
weaK 1 ine that distinguished it from the sKy. Another good 
thing about snow and ice was that they gave out a 1 ight, 
not a condensed 1 ight that drew one nearer, but a cool and 
universal brightness and one was careful. Yes, it was 
good, and now they were standing here, and Herod was 
wheezing. She could have said something about going home, 
but she said nothing; she thought of the night-cap, the 
rumpled sheets and the warm food and remained silent. Her 
scarf had slid from her head to her shoulders, her 
disheveled 9ray hair sticKing out from under it, and her 
basKet, not even affected by the 1 ight wind, hung 
motionless on her arm. 
And then they heard it, a hoarse singing, rising from 
behind one of the smaller piles of rock to their right. 
One could hardly understand,the words or follow the tune, 
but it was singing. Herod straightened up and his wife 
looked silently ahead. And then they saw it, too. The old 
shepherd came tottering out from between the rocks and sang 
something ribald, and laughed as well. The wife moved a 
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step closer to Herod. "There," she said and laid her hand 
on his sunKen shoulder. 
How had it started with his wife; how had he come to 
it? He had accepted her as someone who belonged in this 
place, but she wasn't a part of it. On a warm, windy 
February afternoon she just trotted quicKly past the bound 
rose trees, in her heavy shoes, deep in thought with her 
head bowed forward over the almost crumbled marshy main 
road. She was the only one who went with him and 
immediately told him about. the festivals for the dead 
heroes. There were so many wreaths that .one couldn~t see 
over them; she didn't looK up at that place and asKed no 
questions. She told him of the water pipes which wound 
around the church; to the right in a barren garden, a 
mother played with her children, it was good for the 
children. She didn't have much in her shopping bag, pears 
and a head of cabb~ge, and she immediately began to talK 
about the deer. She was also from a region where the 
rivers ~ere narrower, deer seemed to play a role there, he 
quickly discovered. And steep, stony trails~ that one 
could drive down in 1 ittle carts. She took an interest in 
his garden and made his creaking damp closets her own. She 
soon hung her aprons in them, even when they were stained. 
Sometimes she laughed and said that it reminded her of her 
many closets at home. Otherwise she never burdened him 
with her memories; she acted as if his were hers and often 
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polished the bedposts with an old cloth. From time to time 
she was sick; then she let everything go, but she still 
shined the bedpost as well as she could. He looked on 
while she did it. He observed her also, as she again 
rolled up yarn which had fallen on the floor, carefully 
occupying herself with the tangl~ and the grey strand. 
Fragile things she handled with less care, often setting 
the cups down hard as if she expected them to shoot sparks, 
but it was done without anger; she was never angry. Often 
she just walked from the small room which had no windows 
and the room where they slept, vacillating back and forth. 
But he never discovered what she was thinking about, 
nothing showed in .her face except indecision itself. Taken 
as she was, she was without substance. If the 1 ion growled 
outside in the nettles, she quickly went outside and spoke 
quietly to him. She brought him one of her apple halves or 
half a pear; she 1 iked to cut fruit up into pieces and even 
left it lying in the cupboards cut into pieces. As soon as 
they had apples or pears in the house she would take one of 
the old and somewhat dull knives, which originated from his 
possessions, and begin to cut the fruit in half; she never 
cut it any more than that and he watched her doing this. 
He was under the impression that she couldn't 1 ive without 
apples and pears or the charm of their being able to be cut 
into pieces, which she of course retained, but he couldn't 
test his theory, because they always had apples and pears 
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and even the old Knives never seemed to run out. The 
animals happily ate everything right out of her hand, the 
pig preferring the pears and the 1 ion the apples. She 
often laughed about it and showed Herod her empty hands, 
when she came bacK in the house~ Thus the world passed, 
but, because time didn't pass wi~h them, it stayed as it 
was, hanging around the hut and some days, when it was 
windy, it drifted to the north. Towards the deer and cart 
trails, which she had left. On such days when the 1 ion 
stucK his head in the front door, she pushed him gently 
outside again, otherwise he never did that. He was easily 
trained, especially by her. On rare days the animals were 
allowed in the house. She sat between them, cleaning the 
Knives and carefully laying them, gleaming, behind her. 
It's a nice day today, she would say then, today the 
rosy-cheeked deer are browsing in the brush. She broke off 
when Herod came near, and quickly continued her cleaning. 
But he still heard it often enough. To him she just said, 
"The 1 ight is smoking." He would nod then and tie the 
string tighter, try to make a bow, Knot it and finally 
leave it as it was. His wife did nothing about it either, 
she just watched him. She resumed her trips into the 
village again and again, but stayed on the edge of 
festivities, her market basKet under her arm. She never 
spoKe to the children, and the roundabout ways that she 
tooK over the hills also led her away from them, hardly any 
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of them encountered her. Once one of them came towards 
her, he was bigger than she was and whistled to himself, 
but he was still in school. She didn't know how it 
happened, but she went with him to the castle inn and 
bought him some berry juice. He watched her attentively, 
jerked back and forth on his chair after a while, and they 
soon separated again. She still thought of it frequently 
and that they had spoken about the sun, but not much. 
However, it was easy to let one's imagination run, over 
many trails and hills, a golden net that didn't narrow, but 
quickly passed at the right time and she.could start from 
the beginning again. What had he said about the sun? Did 
he want it or didn't he? Did he agree with it, when it 
laid itself across the trails and prickly hedges and 
penetrated its way through the restaurant gardens, or was 
he sick of it already and found it ridiculous? He made a 
face, but he was still young, his school bag rested on the 
floor beside him, that day the buckles on it had gleamed. 
The sky lay before them as they went out in front of the 
door, but the boy didn't look around anxiously, it didn't 
matter to him if other people saw him with her. Upright and 
swinging his arms a bit, he ran down between the fields. A 
white rabbit ran across his path, he stumbled, and she had 
to laugh, but she didn't see him again, nor the rabbit. 
Any one else made wide circles around her when passing, 
which didn~t even surprise her, and which thus became wider 
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and wider. Since then, she had frequently felt a desire ~o 
talk about the sun when she got home, but Herod shunned the 
subject, just 1 ike he shunned all subjects. There could 
have been enough subjects, one was called 'the sun and 
village children,' but there were still many more. Then she 
could have started talking to hi~ about the deer, or the 
different Kinds of moss, or the snares in the mountains. 
What was the name of the boy, anyway, who had been so 
ready to go and drink a glass of berry juice with her? 
Once she remembered it. S.he stood on the hi 11 with her 
head in a spider web, and the sun shone sparsely around 
her. From below, she looked 1 ike her own shadow, her 
basket was full of apples and pears. "Jacob," she called 
and the name vibrated through the empty hollows into 
unfamiliar area. But no one answered her. On the hill 
opposite her, three children appeared who began to dance 
in a circle. They sank into the ground a 1 ittle since it 
was wet, and their white aprons fl icKered in the 1 ights; 
she couldn't see their faces. "Jacob," she called once 
more, but her voice was hoarse and didn't carry as far 
anymore; nobody came. The ones across from her danced 
faster now and the earth under their feet seemed to become 
dryer and harder. Even the mountain tops sufaced dry and 
still from the mist. And a few nearby fir trees flung 
their needles off with a jerk. Therefore, she didn't call 
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a third time, istead, putting down her basket she replaced 
the cloth, picKed it up again and went on her way. 
Another question was what should be done about the 
pig and the 1 ion. They tolerated the close quarters in the 
stable and so far the 1 ion had not suffered from the 
weather, but it couldn't continu~ that way for long. The 
pig often dreamed of camels in the night and turned 
r~stlessly in the straw, and then the 1 ion tossed his mane 
and looKed up at the moon and out at the tall, black icy 
cabbage stumps. During the day he moved quietly between 
them and regarded the frightened birds in the bushes and 
their trembling beating of wings with scorn, or so it 
appeared to him, while the pig sniffed along the length of 
the fence. Herod had already given a lot of thought to the 
two; he shouldn't have brought them along, but he had, and 
now they were his concern. The dreams were too much for 
his wife; she 1 iKe to feed them and within t~me, also 
brought apple and pear halves into the cabbage patch for 
them, but she couldn't stand the dreams, the pig had 
already started having them and the 1 ion was close to it. 
They had never had offspring who could have Kept them from 
it, and the stable windows were small. There was also no 
nearby laKe, whose edges were animated by children sKating 
across the rough icy surface, or by the swaying of blacK 
branches, or any dog who would run yelping up the path, if 
they threw stones at him. There was also no daughter who, 
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panting, wou 1 d brush sno1J.J from her red sK i r ts. There was 
nothing 1 iKe that to push itself to the forefront of the 
old dreams, mixing them up and breaKing anew through their 
shadowy pattern, with new grays and blacKs, with new 
disdain and new tenderness as is frequently the case. His 
wife understood this. No new be~ch trees grew over the 
animals dreams to whisper of spent summers, no springs to 
unite into brooKs for them, there was no talK of events, no 
half forgotten stories with their smell of herbs and 
coldness. No, everything remained as it was, raised up 
high on the chalky walls, a dream or not .a dream, one could 
ca 1 1 i t wh a. t one w i shed , bu t st i 1 1 i t r ema i n e d • The 1 i on 
snorted against it and held his curly head cocked towards 
it and the pig groaned in his sleep, the camels were far 
away, the sun orbited without stopping, to protect itself 
from itself. And Herod no longer believed that the course 
of a river, gray water and gray willow bushes, or a 
mountain range could do anything about it. An elderly 
neighbor had once brought him several handsful of sand for 
the 1 ion, for they understood the 1 ion better, because they 
Knew less about him, but it had been white river sand, 
mixed with gravel, and since that June day-which June day 
it had been no one Knew any longer-the neighbor had long 
since gone to a home for the elderly and died there. A 
handful of sand for the 1 ion. And for the pig? Kitchen 
scraps and a better dream? No one wanted to Know anything 
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about that. They should taKe care of their stocK 
themselves, those gloomy strangers up there; who had asKed 
them to come here? They didn't fit into the neighborhood 
and they were none ot those to whom angels appeared at 
night in order to fetch them back again. Even if there 
were some who purported that the wife came from not too far 
away up the river, and even if she wore the same clothes as 
the people in the area, everything still fit her as if made 
. for a masquerade, the neighborhood and the clothes, or 1 iKe 
an uncomfortable burden, which she carefully carried 
through the underbrush. And wasn't she becoming more and 
more 1 iKe the husband in his old dressing gown, whose 
silence seemed to.everyone to be idle chatter, regardless 
of his name? They should scratch their 1 ion themselves, 
feed the pig to its death and let the brandy-still dry up. 
That was just 1 iKe them, and so was the hut, the cabbage 
patch, the stable and bit by bit all the cloud shadows in 
general on the surrounding cliffs and the patterns in the 
snow when it thawed. No, Herod Knew that he could expect 
help from no one, and that he and his wife, the pig and the 
1 ion were his concern alone. And when the pig began to 
dream, they were also his dreams. Not that he had never 
thought of having the pig slaughtered. But when he thought 
about the veterinarian, with his rotted face, and about the 
talk, which he would have to have over cider with him 
afterwards, he shuddered at the thought of it. How should 
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he greet him? How could he lead him into the stable with 
the customary dumb and agreeable Kind of smile that adults 
use to trick children? And how could he stand the 1 ion's 
silence atterward, his uneasy pacing, which made the earth 
under the ice rumble, and the trust, with which he might 
rub his golden head on his Knee? No, he must leave the 
pig, as a companion for his boldness, as a noise for his 
quiet nights (for Herod and his wife didn't maKe many 
noises) and as the most mobile of beings against the icy 
daylight. You dear 1 ion, Herod would 1 iKe to have thought, 
you carrier of my burdens, you the heart .of all my hours. 
But is wasn't that way either. Nothing came of it, nothing 
to spin tales about, or to thinK about, no rumblings 
cropped up in the vicinity, and the neighbors' wives 
continued to cut out dough in the form of stars, hearts or 
ducKs, and if there was a pig, it didn't looK at all 1 iKe 
Herod's. Not even a curiosity seeker came to see the 1 ion, 
not a single person went so far as to sneaK into the 
cabbage patch and glance through the stable window in the 
twilight, which one could easily have expected; no one was 
interested in his bright mass of curls and the gold-
colored eyes, not even the children pressed their foreheads 
against the thin glass. What could be expected from the 
grandmothers, and from the farmhands and maids, of whom 
there were fewer and fewer anyhow? 
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Sometimes Herod walked in the forest with the 1 ion, 
with an uncertain sense of expectation and joyousness in 
his throat, that he would not have believed he was still 
capable ot. At such times the 1 ion usually stayed very 
close to him; they walked slowly, trying the side paths and 
carefully signaling one another when they reached 
woodcutters' clearings and when it turned out that the path 
wasn't a path, but instead just a narrow clearing made by 
chance in the underbrush. They went to areas in which wood 
had been chopped and even .the sparsest c 1 ear i ngs, and if 
the 1 ion wanted to go deeper into the woods, Herod didn't 
stop him, but rather held branches out of his path for him 
with his walking stick. Usually, however, the 1 ion didn't 
want to go in any deeper; he contented himself with 
observing ferns, 1 et ting shadov..1s and fawn-colored 1 i gh t 
ripple over his fur, and with watching martins, porcupines 
and weasels go about their daily existence in the 
protection of the boughs. 
They lost their way on such a walk once, when a 
woodcutter's path had appeared as a trail, and suddenly 
they were standing in front of a great farmhouse, which lay 
before them in the afternoon 1 ight. A few pieces of 
laundry hung on a 1 ine between two poles in front of the 
house, but no dog started to barK, nor did a flocK of geese 
rush noisily around the corner. Herod and the 1 ion 
stopped, looking at the hill on which the farm lay, the 
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shabby lawn and the light colored pieces of wall between 
the doors, roof and windows. A rain gutter dripped 
steadily onto the grass. Herod, who had never before seen 
this farm and also had Known nothing of its existence, 
sensed fleetingly and with wonder that this was a place for 
a field camp, for tents and fire,. and the l ion~s head sanK 
down as a top window, on the side of the courtyard facing 
them, opened suddenly. A somewhat thin arm extended 
outwards and a voice called, "There they are, there they 
are." The arm belonged to. an old woman, and a second later 
in the windy cold next to her, a tall boy suddenly 
appeared, silently looKing down. Everything about the boy 
appeared to be gray, his jacKet, his scarf, his cheeKs, his 
forehead under his cap, and his hands, while the sun 
half-covered by mist made the hair of the old lady sparKle 
brighter and more intensely around her head. "There YQU 
have them," she said during which the youth leaned against 
the window ledge with his gray hands, "and who was right?" 
She spoke more calmly now, but the air had also become 
still and carried her words down in front of Herod~s and 
his 1 ion~s feet. Herod Kept the 1 ion close to him, looked 
down on him, and didn~t take another step towards the 
house. This was a place for camels who moved amongst the 
ruins, this damp, white house with poorly fitting window 
ledges, this surrounding meadow that fell off quickly and 
barren, reminding him of more burning suns; laundry and 
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pear trees could easily be stolen here and what did the old 
lady with her gray grandson want with him? He glanced at 
the stables and barns, nothing stirred there either; from 
outside he had the impression that the stables were empty 
and only spiders prowled around inside them. He wanted to 
turn back to the forest out of which they had come, and the 
forest still lay there dusted by old rain, but to his 
horror, he walked towards the house and the 1 ion followed 
him, without grumbling. "I have described every curl to 
you," said the old lady, "~nd here they are. I described 
his green coat and his pointed face. and how plump the 1 ion 
is, not even a collar." As they reached the house, the boy 
bent forward to look down at both of them, and Herod dared 
again to glance upwards. He looked into a gray, opaque 
face, into two eyes which looked him over dully and didn~t 
take even a glimmer of joy in the 1 ion's coat. They moved 
around the corner now and up to the front door. Herod 
caught his breath. Now they were out of their sight, now 
was the time to flee around the herb garden and between the 
pear trees, to reach the fields and forests, all the paths, 
the wife and the house and the pig with its dreams, but the 
1 ion had gone ahead of him, sniffed the front door and 
pushed against it 1 ightly with his head, so that it opened 
and slammed shut. A musty, almost reedy, smell streamed 
out of the entrance hall. Herod thought perhaps it wasn~t 
an entrance hall, rather a bog with steep steps, but he 
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followed his animal. There must be some way to go 
upstairs, he thought, as he heard the boy coughing up 
above. 
To the left in the entrance hall he saw a bright 
colored, rough bench, perhaps for the servants, the mailman 
or for fleeting visitors and next to it a trunK, upon 
which, in a sKy blue oval, a sinKing ship was depicted, but 
he didn't stop there, he pressed onward. His robe flapped 
around his feet, his shoes, which were too large, sank in a 
bit, the cough up above became silent and in front of him 
his 1 ion drowned without a sound, without reaching the 
stairs, and without looking back at him. And what was 
supposed to happen to the pig and his wife? The entry hall 
door slammed shut behind him; the coat colors closed in 
around him and the staircase swayed. Where his 1 ion had 
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last stood, there lay a 1 ight and somewhat flat spot in the 
darkness. Herod fell towards it, the twisted cord wound 
itself around him and the floor sank in. After the 1 ion, 
he thought and felt the wet, already cool fur with his 
hands. Or had he fallen into one of his pig's dreams? No 
sun or moon gods hurried to help; no rising and setting 
divided the night. Did it look 1 iKe that? Did the last 
glimpse cling to nothing more than the thick, vertical wood 
posts? Herod still had the 1 ion under him, his beloved, 
his dead support, but his thoughts surrounded the pig and 
the wife in their loneliness, in their devastated cabbage 
patch. He knew, whoever falls into his own dreams <who 
would want to call it traps?> is not seen again. 
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HERODES1 
Herodes hatte den grunen, zerschl issenen Schlafrock 
notdurftig umgeworfen und starrte· hinaus. Durch die 
Stubenfenster sah er seine Frau muhsel ig den Hugel 
heraufkommen. Hie und da bl ieb sie stehen, holte keuchend 
Atem und schaute zu den verschne1ten Gebirgen hin, als 
hitte sie Lust, darin zu v~rschwinden. Er verstand,solche 
Wilnsche. Wie der Hirsch im Wasser, dach~e er, aber das war 
ein falscher Vergleich. Er filhlte Schwindel, keinen von 
der b6sen oder ge~ihrlichen Art, er war nur zu rasch 
aufgestanden. Er war sicher, da~ er es klopfen oder liuten 
geh6rt hatte,,aber jetzt war es still, die zerfressenen 
Dielen rilhrten sich nicht, ~ie Scheiben, schmutzig und 
eiskalt, hingen fest in den Rahmen. Er hielt diese Fenster 
fur licherlich klein, aber hitte er S6hne, seinen S6hnen 
gefiele das alles, und auch seine Frau sagte nie, da~ es 
ihr nicht gefiel. Sie war mit den Scheiben einverstanden, 
mit dem Vieh, das schlecht gepflegt in den Stillen 
dahindimmerte, mit den leicht abfallenden Wiesen, auf denen 
jetzt Schnee lag. Sie 1 iebte die Futterhiuser fur die 
Hirsche weiter oben am Rande der al ten Lichtungen, sie 
hatte manches fur die verkommenden und verwachsenen Wege 
ubrig, die zum Dorf fuhrten, fur ihre sinnlosen Gabelungen 
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und Verzweigungen, fur Quelen und fur die WolKen, 
gleichgultig ob sie rund und in sich gefa~t oder zerfetzt 
waren. Ja, sie scheute sich nicht einmal, von ihrer 
Vorl iebe fur die Huhner zu sprechen, sie brachte ofter an 
den Abenden das Gesprach darauf, sie hatte die Huhner gern 
und ihr Getrippel urns HausJ ihre Geschaftigkeit, 
Unentschlossenheit und Schlafsucht. Aber davon wurde jetzt 
noch lange Keine Rede sein, es war Morgen, und wenn sie 
Kam, war sie mude vom Weg und der stillen Luft und verstort 
von den Dorfleuten, zwishen denen sie immer rasch und ohne 
aufzuschauen dahinschritt, bis sie die Wiesen erreichte. 
Dann b1 ieb sie stehen, sah sich um, ob niemand hinter ·ihr 
her kam, 1 ie~ die entfernten Nachbarn vorbei, gru~te 
schQchtern, aber schon von weitem, itellte dann ihre Tasche 
auf einem Baumstumpf ab, begann, Tannenzapfen zu sammeln 
und im Wald h~rumzutrodeln und stie~ Kleine HolzstQcke vor 
sich hin, ehe sie ihren Weg fortsetzte. Heute war das 
Licht und die MusiK gut, sagte sie dann manchmal, wenn sie 
endlich Kam, und stellte rasch das Wasser fur die Suppe zu. 
Und wie ruhig die Vogel heute in den Biumen waren, keiner 
hat mir gepf iffen! Das verstand er. Hast du Amseln 
gesehen? Nein, Amseln Keine, aber es waren ein paar Weihen 
da, das sind seltenere Vogel. Am 1 iebsten hatte sie das 
winterl iche und schneeige Licht, diese Schichten von Grau 
in der Luft, denn wei~ war es nicht. Und den al ten Hirten, 
der manchmal um dieses Licht herum Kam, um ihnen seine 
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Marchen aufzutischen, und der mit der Faust auf den Tisch 
schlug und sich den trockenen Bart wischte, wenn ihm eins 
gelungen war. Dann begann auch sie zu lachen, als ware sie 
noch jung, und Kicherte blechern weiter, eine ganze Wei le. 
Um diese Zeit sank der Tag fruh zur Ruhe. Er wollte jetzt 
nicht an die langeren Tage denken, er Konnte sich nie 
vorstellen, daa er sie ertrug, aber ertrug er sie dann 
immer und fand sogar Gefallen an den warmen Nachten und dem 
fruhen Eselgeschrei. Es war noch Zeit bis dahin. 
Er stohnte und wischte sich die Augen, ihm Kamen 
immer die Tranen vor Langeweile und es argerte ihn, daa er 
umsonst aufgestanden war. Wenn sie jetzt Kam, so hielt sie 
ihn sicher fur frohl ich und den Tag fO.r gut. Was hatte er 
denn gehort? Von wo hatten sich die Schritte genahert, die 
er immer erwartete, nicht die ihren? War der Holunderbusch 
ins WanKen gekommen, tastete sich jemand an dem Schuppen 
entlang? Rieb einer im Brennesselgarten die Steine 
aneinander, um schon Feuer ans Haus zu legen? Die 
Brennesseln waren jetzt nicht hoch, Keine einzige von 
ihnen, aber es gab genugend Rauber von der Sorte, um sich 
darin zu verbergen. Sogar die Kinder wurden jetzt zu 
Raubern, er fO.rchtete sich vor ihnen. Es waren Keine guten 
Zeiten under wuate es. Unlangst war ein Berg abgerutscht 
und hatte ein Dorf begraben. Die Berge tasteten sich mit 
ihren scheeigen Armen weiter, als suchten sie etwas. 
Herodes sah auf seine Fu~e hinunter, sie waren fein und 
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wei~, und nur an der Stelle, wo die Hausschuhe rieben, war 
die Haut gesprungen, er ging wenig. Aber vielleicht wilrden 
sie heute miteinander ausgehen, zu den Hirschen oder zu den 
eisigen Quellen, und wenn sie heimKamen, wurde es schon 
finster. Und die Finsternis filrchtete er nicht. Ja, ein 
Spaziergang ware ihm 1 ieber als die Erzahlung des Hirten, 
seine Witze und das Gelachter. Dieses fade Gelichter, von 
dem er nichts hielt. 
Herodes rieb das Fenster blanK, das er mit seinem 
Hauch geloscht hatte. Seine Frau sah ihn jetzt und winkte 
von weitem, sie winkte eifrig wie ein Kind und tat die 
letzten Schritte fast laufend, mit ihrer Tasche und den 
dunklen Korben am Arm. Sie hatte Zweige im Haar und am 
Mantel, ja, sie war wieder im Wald gewesen. Ihre Augen 
strahlten, als Konnte sie ihm helfen. Herodes ruhrte sich 
nicht. Sie stellte alles ab, suchte eine Wei le die 
Schlussel, sperrte auf und schob sich ihm mit ihren Lasten 
entgegen. 
Ein Windhauch ging, zog durch die offene Stubentur zu 
den Fensterritzen und umgab ihre schwerfall ige Gestalt. Er 
hatte seine Nachtmutze an den Bettpfosten gehangt, die 
Decke war zuruckgeschlagen und die Leintucher darunter grau 
und zerwuhlt. Aber war nicht eben noch der Klang von 
Zimbeln in der Luft gewesen, rieb sich nicht Baum an Baum, 
und die Raben im Kohlgarten, die sonst nur sprechen 
Konnten, begannen zu singen? 
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Auf den Schneefeldern bl ieben sie stehen. Wir hatten 
nicht weiter als bis zur Hirschfutterung gehen sollen, 
dachte die Frau, aber ich sage nichts. Von den Felsgruppen 
strich ihnen Kalter Wind entgegen und Herodes Keuchte. 
Waren Hirsche geKommen, so ware er wohl bereit gewesen 
umzuKehren, aber es waren Keine da, die Lichtung hatte 
still unter dem matten Himmel gelegen und sie waren 
weitergegangen. Die Raben hupften noch eine Wei le hinter 
ihnen her, ehe sie umKehrten. Herodes drehte sich nicht 
nach ihnen um und auch nach ihr nicht, er ging rasch voraus 
und sooft sie ihn einholte, konnte sie mit einem 81 ick den 
grauen Bart sehen, der spitz von seinem Kinn abstand, und 
seine wei~e eckig~ Stirne. Der Wald war feucht und Kalt 
und die Nadeln knisterten nicht einmal unter ihren Fu~en. 
Von den Herden sah man auch nichts, sie waren a11e 
eingetrieben, nur einmal Kam ein Stier und rieb seine 
Horner an dem Draht und starrte ihnen sanft nach. Im Wald 
hatte sie sich immer dicht hinter Herodes gehalten, aber 
auf den Lichtungen bl ieb sie zuruck und dann Konnte sie den 
grunen SchlafrocK, den er nicht ausgezogen hatte, unter dem 
Mantel hervorhangen sehen, und auch ein Ende der gedrehten, 
fast farblosen Schnur, die uber den Weg nachschleifte. Von 
ferne schlugen die Uhren, der Mond zeigte sich plotzl ich 
auf der anderen Himmelsseite und mit Gewalt hatte man sogar 
Sterne sehen Konnen. Auf den niedrigen HecKen zirpten 
Vogel, an den Dornen der Straucher begann der Nebel sich zu 
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fangen, aber die geigenden Fichten hatten sie nicht 
erreicht, Kein Zimbeln, Kein Rabengesang. Und hier noch 
weniger. Das Beste an diesen Schneefeldern war, da~ sie 
auch nichts mehr erwarten 1 ie~en, sie stiegen steil und 
glatt auf, Felsen und auch von ihnen nur wenige, dann 
wieder Eis und die unma~ig schwache Linie, die es vom 
Himmel unterschied. Gut war an Schnee und Eis auch noch, 
da~ sie leuchteten, es war kein zusammengefa~tes Licht, das 
einen heranzog, sondern eine allgemeine und Kuhle 
Hell igkeit, und man sah sich vor. Ja, es war gut sound 
hier standen sie nun und Herodes keuchte. Sie hilte etwas 
von Heimgehen sagen konnen, aber sie sagte nichts; sie 
dachte an die Nachtmutze, an die zerwuhlten Tucher und das 
warme Essen und hielt sich still. ·Das Tuch war ihr vorn 
Kopf auf die Schul tern gegl itten, das grau zerzauste Haar 
Kam darunter hervor, und der Korb hing, von dem leichten 
Wind nicht ergriffen, regungslos an ihrem Arm. 
Und dann horten sie es, es war ein heiserer Gesang, 
der sich hinter einer der niedrigeren Felsgruppen zu ihrer 
Rechten erhob. Man Konnte die Worte und auch die Folge der 
Tone Kaum verstehen, aber es war Gesang. Herodes richtete 
sich auf und die Frau sah schweigend vor sich hin. Und 
dann sahen sie es auch. Der alte Hirte Kam schwankend 
zwischen den Felsen hervor und sang etwas Anzugl iches und 
lachte dazu. Die Frau trat einen Schritt niher zu Herodes. 
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"Da!" sagte sie und legte ihm die Hand auf die eingesunkene 
Schulter. 
Aber wie hatte es mit seiner Frau begonnen, wie war 
er dazu gekommen? Er hatte sie genommen als eine, die 
hierher gehorte, aber sie gehorte nicht hierher. Sie war 
nur an einem windigen, warmen Februarnachmittag mit ihren 
schweren Schuhen, in Gedanken und den Kopf nach vorn 
gebeugt uber die aufgelassene, fast versumpfte Hauptstra~e 
getrottet, an den eingebundenen RosenstocKen rasch vorbei. 
Sie war die einzige, die mit ihm ging und ihm gleich von 
den Festen fur die toten Helden erzahlte~ so viele Kranze, 
daB man nicht darubersah, sie schaute dabei nicht auf und 
fragte nichts weiter. Von den Wasserrohren erzahlte sie 
ihm, die rund um die Kirche 1 iefen, rechts im kahlen Garten 
spielte eine Mutter mit ihren Kindern, das tat den Kindern 
gut. In ihrer Tasche hatte .sie nicht vi el, Birnen und 
einen Kohlkopf, und sie begann gleich von den Hirschen zu 
reden. Sie war auch aus einer Gegend, wo die Flusse noch 
dunner waren, Hirsche schienen dort eine Rolle zu spielen, 
das erfuhr er bald. Und steile, steinige Wege, die man mit 
kleineren Karren abwarts fahren konnte. Sie nahm sich· 
seines Gartens an und machte seine feuchten Knarrenden 
Schranke zu den ihren. Sie hing ihre Schurzen sehr bald 
hinein, auch wenn sie fleckig waren. Manchmal lachte sie 
und sagte, das erinnerte sie an ihre vielen Schranke zu 
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Haus. Aber sonst fiel sie ihm mit ihren Erinnerungen nicht 
zur Last, sie tat, als hatte sie die seinen, und glanzte 
die Bettpfosten oft mit einem al ten Tuch. Manchmal war sie 
Krank, dann 1 ie~ sie alles sein, aber die Bettpfosten 
glanzte sie, sowie sie Konnte. Er sah ihr dabei zu. Er 
beobachtete sie auch, wenn sie Wolle, die ihr zu Boden 
gefallen war, wieder aufrollte, sie gab sich vorsichtig mit 
dem Knauel und der grauen Schnur ab. Was zerbrechl ich war, 
behandelte sie weniger vorsichtig, sie stellte die Tassen 
oft hart hin, als erwartete sie, da~ sie Feuer spruhten, 
aber es geschah ohne Zorn, sie war nie zornig. Sie ging 
nur oft zwischen der Kammer, die keine Fenster hatte, und 
dem Zimmer, in dem sie schl iefen, unschlussig hin und her. 
Aber er erfuhr nie, was sie uberlegte, in ihrem Gesicht 
zeichnete sich nichts ab als die Unschlussigkeit selbst. 
So wie sie da war, war sie ohne Gegenstand. Knurrte dann 
der Lowe zwischen den Nesseln drau~en, so ging sie rasch 
hinaus und sprach ruhig auf ihn ein. Sie brachte ihm einen 
von ihren halben Apfeln oder eine halbe Birne, sie teilte 
die Fruchte .gern und lie~ sie sogar geteilt auf den 
Schrinken 1 iegen. Sowie sie Apfel oder Birnen im Haus 
hatten, nahm sie eines der al ten und etwas stumpfen Messer, 
die noch aus seinem Besitz stammten, und begann die Fruchte 
in zwei Halften zu teilen, sie teilte sie nie ofter, under 
sah ihr dabei zu. Er hatte den EindrucK, da~ sie ohne 
Apfel und Birnen nicht leben Konnte, und ohne das EntzucKen 
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uber ihre TeilbarKeit, das sie freil ich zurucKhielt, aber 
er Konnte die Probe aufs Exempel nicht machen, denn Apfel 
und Birnen hatten sie immer und auch die al ten Messer 
gingen nie aus. Die Tiere nahmen alles gern aus ihrer 
Hand, das Schwein bevorzugte die Birnen und der Lowe die 
Apfel, sie lachte oft daruber und zeigte Herodes ihre 
leeren Hinde, wenn sie ins Haus zurucKKam. So verging die 
Welt, denn die Zeit verging bei ihnen nicht, sie bl ieb 
immer wie sie war um die Hutte hangen und wehte nur an 
manchen Tagen etwas nach Norden, wenn es windig war. Zu 
den Hirschen und Karrenwegen hin, di~ sie verlassen hatte. 
Wenn an solchen Tagen der Lowe seinen Kopf durch die 
Haustur steckte, ~ringte sie ihn sacht wieder hinaus, und 
sonst tat er es nie. Er 1 ie~ sich leicht belehren, am 
leichtesten von ihr. An seltenen Tagen durften die Tiere 
auch ins Haus. Sie sa~ dann zwischen ihnen, putzte die 
Messer und legte die glinzenden sorgfiltig hinter sich. 
Wir haben heute einen schonen Tag, sagte sie dann, heute 
gehen die rotwangigen Hirsche zwischen den Strauchern 
herum. Sie brach ab, wenn Herodes in die Nihe Kam, und 
putzte eil ig weiter. Aber er horte es doch oft. Zu ihm 
sagte sie nur: Das Licht blaKt! Dann nicKte er und band 
sich die Schnur fester herum, versuchte eine Schleife, 
verknotete sie und 1 ie~ sie endl ich, wie sie war. Die Frau 
tat auch nichts daran, sie sah ihm nur zu. Ihre Wege ins 
Dorf nahm sie immer wieder auf, hielt sich aber am Rande 
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der Festl ichKeiten, ihren EinKaufsKorb unter dem Arm. Zu 
den Kindern sprach sie nicht und die Umwege, die sie uber 
die Hugel nahm, fuhrten sie auch von ihnen weg, fast nie 
begegnete ihr eins. Einmal kam ihr einer entgegen, er war 
gro~er als sie und pf iff vor sich hin, aber er ging noch 
zur Schule. Sie wu~te nicht, wie es geschah, da~ sie mit 
ihm in die Schlo~wirtschaft ging und ihm Beerensaft Kaufte. 
Er sah sie aufmerKsam an, rucKte nach einer Wei le auf 
seinem Sessel hin und her und sie trennten sich bald 
wieder. Sie mu~te noch oft daran denKen und da~ sie von 
der Sonne gesprochen hat ten, wenn auch nicht vi el. Aber es 
lie~ sich leicht weiterspinnen, uber viele Wege, viele 
Hugel, ein goldenes Netz, das nicht enger wurde, es verl ief 
sich zur rechten Zeit wieder und sie Konnte von neuem damit 
beginnen. Was hatte er von der Sonne gesagt? Wollte er 
sie oder wollte er sie nicht? Stimmte er ihr bei, wenn sie 
sich uber die Wege und die stachl igen Zaune legte und in 
die Wirtsg~rten eindrang oder hatte er sie schon satt und 
fand sie zum Lachen? Er hatte den Mund verzogen, aber er 
war noch jung, neben ihm auf dem Fu~boden lehnte sein 
Ranzen, die Riegel daran hatten geglinzt an jenem Tag. Der 
Himmel lag vor ihnen, als sie vor die Tur traten, aber der 
Junge sah sich nicht angstl ich um, es machte ihm nichts 
aus, von den anderen mit ihr gesehen zu werden, aufrecht 
und ein wenig schlenKernd lief er zwischen den Wiesen 
hinab. Ein wei~er Hase rannte ihm in den Weg, er stolperte 
und sie mu~te lachen, aber sie sah ihn nicht wieder, ihn 
nicht und den Hasen nicht, und al le anderen machten Bogen 
um sie, die sie nicht verwunderten und die deshalb immer 
weiter wurden. Seither hatte sie ofter Lust, uber die 
Sonne zu reden, wenn sie heimkam, aber Herodes wich dem 
Gegenstand aus, so wie er allen Gegenstanden auswich, 
Gegenstande hatte es genug gegeben, 'die Sonne und die 
DorfKinder' hie~ einer, aber es gab noch viel mehr. Dann 
hatte sie auch gleich von den Hirschen mit ihm reden 
Konnen, oder von den Arten der Moose, den Fangstellen im 
Gebirge. 
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Wie hie~ der Junge nur, der sich bereit gefunden 
hatte, mit ihr zu .gehen und ein Glas Beerensaft mit ihr zu 
trinKen? Einmal f iel es ihr ein. Sie stand auf dem Hugel, 
mit dem Kopf in einem Spinnwebfaden, und die Sonne legte 
sich dilnn um sie. Von unten sah sie wie ihr Schahttenbild 
aus, sie hatte den Korb voller ~pfel und Birnen. "JaKob! 0 
rief sie und der Name schwang sich durch die leeren Mulden 
in unbeKannte Gegenden. Aber niemand antwortete ihr. Auf 
dem gegenuberliegenden Hugel erschienen drei Kinder und 
begannen im Kreis zu tanzen. Sie sanKen etwas ein, weil 
der Boden na~ war, und ihre wei~en Schurzen flacKerten im 
Licht, die Gesichter Konnte sie nicht sehen. "Jakob", rief 
sie noch einmal, aber ihre s·timme war heiser und trug nicht 
mehr weit, es Kam auch niemand. Die da druben tanzten 
jetzt rascher und die Erde schien unter ihren Tritten immer 
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trocKener und fester zu werden. Selbst die Gebirgsspitzen 
tauchten trocKen und still aus dem Dunst. Und einige 
Fichten in der Nahe warfen mit einem Ruck die Nadeln ab. 
Sie rief deshalb Kein drittes Mal, sondern ste11te ihren 
Korb ab, schob das Tuch zuruck, nahm ihn wieder auf und 
machte sich auf den Weg. 
Eine andere Frage war, was mit dem Schwein und dem 
Lowen geschehen sollte. Sie vertrugen sich in dem engen 
Stall und der Lowe 1 itt bisher nicht unter Witterung, aber 
lange Konnte es so nicht weitergehen. Das Schwein triumte 
oft nachts von Kamelen und walzte sich un_ruhig auf der 
Spreu und der Lowe warf dann den Schweif herum und sah auf 
den Mond und die hohen, vereisten Kohlstrunke hinaus. 
Tagsuber bewegte er sich ruhig zwischen ihnen und 
betrachtete mit Verachtung die angstl ichen Vogel auf den 
Striuchern und ihre zittrigen Flugelschlige, so schien es 
ihm, wahrend das Schwein die Zaune entlangschnilffelte. 
Herodes machte sich schon lange Gedanken uber die beiden, 
er hatte sie nicht mitnehmen sollen, aber er hatte sie 
mitgenommen und nun lagen sie an ihm. Der Frau wurden die 
Traume zuviel, sie futterte sie gern und brachte ihnen auch 
unter der Zeit halbe Apfel und Birnen in den Kohlgarten, 
aber die Traume ertrug sie nicht, das Schwein hatte schon 
damit begonnen und der Lowe war nahe daran. Junge, die sie 
davon hatten abhalten Konnen, beKamen sie nicht und die 
Stallfenster waren Klein. Es war auch Kein See in der 
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Nahe, dessen rauhe vereiste Flache sich am Rande von 
schl ittschuhlaufenden Kindern belebt hatte, vom Wehen der 
schwarzen Zweige, Kein Hund, der Kliffend den Weg 
heraufgelaufen kam, wenn sie ihn mit Steinen bewarfen, 
Keine Tochter, die keuchend den roten Rock vom Schnee 
reinigte, nichts dergleichen, nichts was sich vor die al ten 
Traume schob, sie durcheinander warf und ihre Schatten-
muster neu durchbrach, mit neuem Grau, mit neuem Schwarz, 
mit neuer Verachtung und neuer Zartl ichKeit, wie das so 
hauf ig ist. Das verstand die Frau. Es wuchsen keine neuen 
Buchen uber die Tiertraume und 1 ispelten .von hingebrachten 
Sommern, keine Quellen vereinigten sich fur sie zu Bachen, 
von Keinen Gesche~nissen war die Rede, keinerlei 
halbvergessene Geschichten mit ihrem. Krauter- und 
Kaltegeruch. Nein, es stand alles wie es war hoch-
aufgerichtet an den ka1Kigen Wanden, ein Traum oder Kein 
Traum, man Konnte es nennen, wie man wollte, aber es bl ieb 
da. Der Lowe schnaubte dagegen und hielt den lockigen Kopf 
daraufzu gerichtet und das Schwein stohnte im Schlaf, die 
Kamele waren weit, die Sonne lief unaufhorlich rundherum 
und bewahrte sich vor sfch selbst. Und Herodes glaubte 
nicht mehr daran, da~ der Lauf eine Flusses, graues Wasser, 
graues Weidengestrupp oder eine Gebirgsform etwas dagegen 
ausrichten Konnte. Ein alter Nachbar hatte ihm einmal 
mehrere Handvoll Sand gebracht, fur den Lowen, denn den 
LOwen verstanden sie al le besser, weil sie weniger von ihm 
wu~ten, aber es war wei~er Flu~sand gewesen, von Kieseln 
untermischt, und der Nachbar war seit jenem Junitag 
76 
welcher Junitag es gewesen war, wu~te schon niemand mehr 
langst ins Altersheim gekommen und dort gestorben. Eine 
Handvoll Sand fur den Lowen. Und fur das Schwein? 
Kuchenabfalle und einen besseren Traum? Davon wollte 
niemand etwas wissen. Die sollten nur fur ihr Vieh selber 
sorgen, diese f insteren Fremden dort oben, wer hatte sie 
hergerufen? Die pa~ten nicht in die Gegend und es waren 
auch Keine solchen, denen nachts Engel erschienen, um sie 
wieder wegzuholen. Wenn es manche gab, die behaupteten, 
die Frau ware aus der Nahe flu~aufwarts und wenn sie auch 
dieselben Kleider trug wie die Leute im Ort, so sa~ doch 
alles auf ihr wie eine MasKerade, die Nihe und die Kleider, 
oder wie eine unbequeme Last, die sie vorsichtig zwischen 
den Strauchern hindurchtrug. Und wurde sie nicht dem Mann 
mit seinem al ten SchlafrocK immer ahnl icher, dessen 
Schweigen allen wie Geschwatz erschien, von seinem Namen 
abgesehen? Die sollten ihren Lowen selber Kraulen, das 
Schwein bis zu seinem Absterben futtern und die Schnaps-
brennerei verKilmmern lassen. Das sah ihnen ahnl ich und die 
Hutte sah ihnen ahnl ich, der Kohlgarten, der Stall und 
allmihlich auch die WolKenschattten auf den Hangen 
rundherurn und die Schneemuster, wenn es taute. Nein, das 
wu~te Herodes, er hatte von niemandem Hilfe zu erwarten und 
er und seine Frau, das Schwein und der Lowe waren ganz 
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allein seine Sache. Und wenn das Schwein zu triumen 
begann, so waren das auch seine Traume. Nicht da~ er 
niemals auf die Idee gekommen ware, das Schwein schlachten 
zu lassen. Aber wenn er an den Tierarzt dachte, mit seinem 
verrotteten Gesicht, und an die Reden, die er nachher mit 
ihm beim Most fuhren mu~te, so graute ihm davor. Wie 
sollte er ihn begru~en? Wie ihn dann mit dem ubl,ichen 
dummen und ubereinstimmenden Lacheln, mit dem Erwachsene 
Kinder zu uberl isten pflegen, in den Stall fuhren? Und wie 
sollte er danach das Schweigen des Lowen ertragen, seine 
unruhigen Schritte, die die Erde unter dem Eis zum Drohnen 
brachten, und das Vertrauen, mit dem er vielleicht den 
goldenen Kopf an seinem Knie rieb? Nein, er mu~te ihm das 
Schwein lassen, als Gefahrten fur seine Kuhnheit, als 
Gerausch fur seine stillen Nichte (denn Herodes und seine 
Frau machten nicht viele Gerausche) und als das 
Bewegl ichste gegen das eisige Tagesl icht. Du guter Lowe, 
hatte Herodes gerne gedacht, du Trager meiner Lasten, du 
Herz aller meiner Stunden! Aber auch so war es nicht. Es 
gab nichts her, nichts woran zu spinnen oder zu denken war, 
Kein Raunen entstand im UmKreis und die Nachbarsfrauen 
stachen den Teig weiter als Sterne, Herzen oder Enten aus, 
und war ein Schwein dabei, so gl ich es in nichts dem des 
Herodes. Es Kam auch kein Neugieriger, um den Lowen zu 
sehen, nicht ein einziger verstieg sich heiml ich in den 
Kohlgarten und warf in d~r Dammerung einen Bl icK durch das 
Stallfenster, wie man es leicht hatte erwarten Konnen, 
niemand interessierte sich fur das helle GelocK und die 
goldene Augenfarbe und nicht einmal die Kinder legten die 
Stirnen an das dunne Glas. Was war da noch von den 
Gro~muttern zu erwarten, von den Knechten und Magden, von 
denen es ohnehin immer weniger gab? 
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Manchmal ging Herodes mit dem Lowen in den Wald, eine 
unbestimmte Erwartung und eine FreudigKeit in der Kehle, 
die er sich nicht mehr zugetraut hatte. Der Lowe hielt 
sich dann meistens dicht neben ihm, sie gingen langsam, 
versuchten auch Seitenwege und verstandi~ten sich 
bedachtig, wenn sie Holzplatze erreichten oder wenn sich 
ergab, da~ der We9 Kein Weg war, sondern nur eine schmale 
zufill ige Lichtung im Gestrauch. Sie gingen die Holzplatze 
aus, auch die sparl ichen Lichtungen, und wenn der L~e 
tiefer in den Wald wollte, hinderte ihn Herodes nicht, 
sondern hielt ihm mit dem StocK die Zweige auseinander. 
Aber meistens wollte der Lowe nicht tiefer hinein, er 
begnugte sich damit, die FarnKrauter zu betrachten, 
Schatten und fahles Licht auf seinem Haupt wechseln zu 
lassen und den Mardern, Igeln und Iltissen nachzuschauen, 
die im Schutz der Zweige ihr Wesen trieben. 
Auf einem solchen Spaziergang waren sie einmal 
abgeKommen, ein Holzweg hatte sich als Weg erwiesen, und 
standen plotzl ich vor einem gro~eren Hof, der im 
Nachmittagsl icht still vor ihnen lag. Einige WaschestucKe 
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hingen an der Leine zwischen zwei PflocKen vor dem Haus, 
aber Kein Hund schlug an, Keine Entenschar stob larmend um 
die EcKe. Herodes und der Lowe hielten an, betrachteten 
den Hugel, auf dem der Hof lag, den irml ichen Rasen und die 
hellen MauerstucKe zwischen Turen, Dach und Fenstern. Aus 
einer Regenrinne tropfte es stetig in das Gras. Herodes, 
der diesen Hof nie gesehen und auch von seinem Dasein 
nichts gewu~t hatte, empfand f1uchtig und verwundert, da~ 
dies ein Ort fur Feldlager sei, fur Zelte und Feuer, und 
der Lowe hielt den Kopf gesenkt, als sich plotzl ich an der 
ihnen zugeKehrten Hofseite oben ein Fens~e~ offnete, ein 
etwas hagerer Arm sich herausstreckte und seine Stimme 
rief: "Da sind si~, da sind sie!" Der Arm gehorte einer 
al ten Frau, und nach einem Augenbl ick tauchte in der 
windigen Kalte neben ihr ein gro~erer Junge auf, der stumm 
herunterschaute. Alles an dem Jungen schien grau, seine 
Jacke, sein Schal, seine Wangen, seine Stirne unter der 
Mutze und seine Hinde, wihrend die vom Dunst halbverdeckte 
Sonne das Haar der Al ten heller und Kraftiger um den Kopf 
bl itzen 1 ie~. "Hier hast du sie", sagte sie, wahrend der 
Junge seine grauen Hinde auf den Fensterstock stutzte, "und 
wer hat recht behalten?" Sie sprach Jetzt ruhiger, aber 
auch die Luft war still geworden und trug ihre Worte 
Herodes und seinem Lowen vor die Fu~e. Herodes nahm den 
Lowen dicht an sich, sah auf ihn hinunter und tat Keinen 
Schritt auf das Haus zu. Dies war ein Ort fur Kamele, die 
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sich zwischen Trilinmern bewegten, dieses feuchte, wei~e Haus 
mit den schlecht eingesetzten Fensterstocken, die Wiese 
ringsherum, die glatt und rasch abwarts 1 ief, erinnerte ihn 
an brennendere Sonnen, Wasche und Birnbaume konnten hier 
leicht gestohlen werden, und was wollte die Alte mit ihrem 
grauen Enkel von ihm? Er tat einen 81 icK auf die Stal le 
und Scheunen, darin ruhrte sich auch nichts, er hatte von 
au~enher den EindrucK, da~ die Stal le leer waren und sich 
nur Spinnen darin herumtrieben. Er wollte sich dem Wald 
wieder zuwenden, aus dem sie gekommen waren, und der Wald 
lag auch noch immer von altem Regen bestaubt da, aber zu 
seinem Entsetzen ging er auf das Haus hin und der Lowe kam 
ihm, ohne aufzumucken, nach. "Ich habe dir jede Locke 
beschrieben", sagte die Alte, "und hier sind sie, Ich habe 
dir seinen grunen Mantel geschildert und sein spitzes 
Gesicht und wie rund der Lowe ist, Kein Halsband!" Als sie 
ans Haus Kamen, beugte sich der Junge vor, um auf die 
beiden hinabzuschauen, und Herodes wagte es wieder, einen 
81 ick hinaufzuwerfen. Er sah in ein graues, getrubtes 
Gesicht, in zwei Augen, die ihn matt uberschauten und 
keinen Funken Freude aus dem Lowenfell zogen. Sie bewegten 
sich um die Ecke und auf die Hausture zu. Herodes holte 
Atem. Jetzt waren sie den beiden aus dem 81 ick, jetzt ware 
es Zeit, um den Krautgarten herum und zwischen den 
Birnbaumen hinabzufl iehen, Acker und Wald zu erreichen, 
alles Wege, die Frau und das Haus und das Schwein mit 
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seinen Traumen, aber der Lowe war ihm vorausgeKommen, 
schnuffelte an der Haustur und stie~ mit dem Kopf leicht 
daran, so da~ sie auf- und wieder zuflog, ein muff iger, 
fast schilfiger Geruch stromte aus dem Flur. Herodes 
dachte, da~ es vielleicht Kein Flur, sondern ein Morast 
sei, mit einer steilen Treppe, aber er folgte seinem Tier. 
Auf irgendeine Weise wird man hinaufKommen, dachte er, als 
er den Jungen oben husten horte. 
LinKs im Flur sah er eine helle, rohe BanK, 
vielleicht fur das Gesinde, den Brieftrager oder fur 
fluchtige Besucher und daneben eine Truhe, auf der in einem 
himmelbluen Oval ein Schiffsuntergang vor sich ging, aber 
dabei hielt er sich nicht auf, er strebte vorwarts. Sein 
Morgenmantel schlug ihm um die Fu~e, seine zu gro~en Schuhe 
sanKen etwas ein, das Husten oben verstummte und vor ihm 
ertranK lautlos sein Lowe, ohne die schabige Treppe zu 
erreichen und ohne sich nach ihm umzuwenden. Und was 
sollte mit dem Schwein und der Frau geschehen? Die Flurtur 
schlug hinter ihm zu, die Mantelfarben schlossen sich um 
ihn und das Treppengerust schwankte. Wo sein Lowe zuletzt 
gestanden war, lag noch ·ein heller und etwas stumpfer FlecK 
im Finstern. Herodes fiel darauf zu, die gedrehte Schnur 
wickelte sich um ihn und der Boden sanK ein. Dem Lowen 
nach, dachte er und fuhlte das nasse, schon Kuhle Fell 
unter seinen Handen. Oder war er seinem Schwein in die 
Traume geraten? Keine Sonnen- und Mondgotter eilten zu 
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Hilfe, keine Auf- und Niedergange teilten die Nacht. Sah 
das so aus? Klammerten die letzten Bl icKe sich an nichts 
anderes als an die groben, steilen Holzpfosten? Herodes 
hatte noch immer den Lowen unter sich, seine Liebe, seinen 
toten Halt, aber seine Gedanken umgaben das Schwein und die 
Fr~u in ihrer Verlassenheit, in ihrem verwusteten 
Kohlgarten. Er wu~te, in wessen Traume man gerat <wer 
wollte es Fange nennen?>, den sieht man nicht wieder. 
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PORT SING 
Port Sing, where the rabbits rest. They are 
inclined to disappear, but here they rest; and no one knows 
why. It could have come about in this way: as the early 
unscrupulous immigrants landed their rafts and went ashore, 
and perhaps were also forced to jump, and soon pushed off 
again, the rabbits saw nothing better, nothing which 
enticed them more. Therefore they dug into shallow hollows 
right there on the beach and watched the.yellow granular 
outline of the hills and the needleless firs, a 
characteristic of .the bay. It wasn't difficult to imagine 
what was beyond, even if the idea didn't prove to be right. 
In this way a rest area was created. As the rains which 
usually fell here at a slant and from the south started, 
the rabbits succeeded in slowing down their movements; as 
soon as it began to hail, they lay 1 ike logs in the wet 
sand and changed color. The previously mentioned rafters 
who, far out at sea on the ships, pressed their cheeks 
against the hatches, never considered that they might be 
rabbits, and most of them pushed on rather quickly past the 
bay, even when against the wind. As the summer pressed 
upon them with reddish nettles and grapes and the rabbits 
realized that they were becoming too many, the eldest of 
them climbed up the slope and disappeared into the 
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hinterlands. One might imagine that they had founded the 
city of Nimes there, but the opposite is easily proven. It 
was of little importance to the rabbits to establish 
places, whereas it was of great importance to their 
enemies, that they didn~t establish any. Probably 
producers of dry goods and roots .soon gathered before the 
imagined walls and shot; they mastered that early on. They 
stood next to each other in a 1 ine, a mysterious sight. 
Shortly thereafter they began to put up their bright 
perforated squared stones;. the rabbits remained outside. 
In their blood, in the bushes, in the bowels, where staying 
is inescapable. So it went with the older ones. The 
younger rabbits Knew 1 ittle of what to do about the noise 
from the hinterlands. Noises were, as a whole, unknown to 
them. They were in control of the location and features of 
the bay, its view, its yellow-green change, its 
noiselessness; there they were at home. They could have 
produced deafness, formations and deviations, with which, 
if they had been familiar with them, they could also more 
easily have estimated the date of disappearance better than 
with their lame legs and ears. But so it was, one also had 
to accept the imperfect mistakes. The rabbits accepted 
them. They still retained enough strength to get over the 
slope without help. When they proceeded gradually from the 
trembling rosettes of their earlier times, which t~ey all 
had dug near the rocKs in the sand, to stronger formations, 
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which lay alone, not one of them allowing himself to notice 
whether he tooK it to be a sign. There were enough signs, 
without question; that which surrounded them also was never 
short of signs. After some one hundred three years, the 
A 
rumor of the city of Nimes began to arise, which to this 
day is unproven. It can easily be that it is due to 
falsely understood cries of the day trippers, this nonsense 
at sea. There someone testing his voice: does it reach the 
bay, or doesn't it reach the bay? It doesn't reach the 
bay, but it is sufficient for an average beautiful city, 
with city walls, hat stands and all that. Or that the sand 
was to blame? It flew up and a rabbit understood it. But 
you're not supposed to understand anything--for what 
purpose do you have ears? Too late. After one hundred 
five years the rabbits began to become uneasy; they banded 
together on unnused places in the sand and it happened that 
a younger one had to help an older one over the slope. 
Good and bad deeds met; the rumour of the duchesses 
Valentine and Hortense, as they were called, arose, and 
couldn't be rejected. They were there and checked 
themselves in a mirror; they held their crowns above clear 
and brackish water and had yellow leaves cut by order, if 
they were lacking them, letting their silk sKirts slide 
along the bay. The rabbits had not yet experienced that. 
Growing afraid, their voices grew louder, and they felt a 
desire to climb the trees that bordered the bay at their 
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bacKs even if they were only bushes. The crown's counselors 
were summoned; they all sat in a circle, the merry 
duchesses in the middle. The holy mountain with its blue 
and green that was supposed to purify the world was 
mentioned, and they decided to set off, advice obscuring 
every branch of the bay. One of the duchesses had a glass 
globe on a wooden staff which was stuck in the sand; as 
they departed, it was carried in front and smashed to 
pieces on a pine tree before the top of the slope was 
reached. The 1 ight is gone, they all cried; the rabbits 
turned around and stayed- can one reproach them for it? 
Wasn't staying the one thing, for which one couldn't wait? 
Flickering 1 ights illuminated the bay from now on, the 
pieces of the broken globe. They were not cleared away, 
but rather honored and fenced in; they were the only 
comfort of the younger rabbits. The duchesses left from 
A 
there, presumably going to Nimes, which already had to be 
there around this time or shortly before the transition 
from the idea to the hospitable place. Certainly it helped 
them where the tran~ition caused difficulties, dancing in 
the courts, which were growing and disturbing the free 
field. But there are reports about these dances from 
goatherders and lamp 1 ighters, nothing with certainty. No 
h 
one imitated them. Nimes' yellow and white walls grew. I t 
was only the rabbits which were concerned about the holy 
mountain. They invented directions, cliffs, path widths, 
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determined dangers, and allowed themselves more and more 
colors. They drew hope from fictitious sunken spots, 
el ipses, heart shapes, and the winter fogs allowed that 
which was black and imagined to be more easily visualized, 
if only as a result of wetness. It went so far that 
harvest regulation regarding fir seedlings on the lower 
slopes of the holy mountain or on its foothills were talked 
about. The sand under their soles favored their designs; 
they stayed in the bay. Valentine and Hortense, the 
A 
duchesses, didn't appear again; the shadows of Nimes never 
again approached.them nor disturbed them. Twice they were 
bothered by people, one time when a mill was built not far 
from the bay and the sails were attached in such a 
helpless way that during one of the strong eastern storms 
they flew onto the beach, the other time when a thirty-five 
year old beggar tumbled down the slope in order to die in 
their midst. With this, one of the enclosed fragments of 
glass shifted aside; afterwards there was silence. For 
five or six centuries nothing happened, the new rules were 
Kept with courage and skillfulness. In the meantime, a 
rosy 1 ight spread over the sand, and the smell of corn 
drifted down the slope. But the dance formations, eastern 
storms, old beggar, smell of corn, was it because of them? 
One afternoon the rabbits made their way up the holy 
mountain and this departure didn't come quite unexpectedly. 
Seven centuries before, a movement which soon died down 
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again had announced it--but still it must be mentioned: 
some rabbits went into the sea. From the mocK fight of 
some old and mighty sect, which already at that time sent 
some boats at a proper distance past the bay, it was done 
for strange reasons. One of them: there were too many 
rabbits. The second: they didn't have enough to eat. 
None really proved right nor was worth arguing about and 
the rabbits took heart again, the groups to the sea 
hesitantly broke up. It was the glass fragment 1 ights 
resembl i ng trees a 1 ong the. avenue in the round enc 1 osures 
which gave them comfort or discomfort enough. They had 
long since gotten used to the invalids amongst them dying 
in their midst. In the last nine centuries before the 
departure not one more rabbit went over the embankment; for 
them neither 1 ife nor death nor anything else was reason 
enough for that. Then they all went. One cannot say that 
it was a particular day or afternoon. Beginning 1 iKe many 
others , name 1 y i t d i dn ' t , i t 1 ay 1 i Ke others , 1 a.me , and 
moved over the bay and offered hardly any reason--it was 
merely that far. The .glass fragments on the slope were 
carefully avoided in order to come close enough to them. 
Their yellow and pink shine, already long dim, was for many 
rabbits the surprise of their 1 ives. Not a surprise, as 
was to be expected, was offered by the heights of the 
slope, the ferns, which had settled in there, the plains, 
which spread out before them, the shadows of the distance. 
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Their moments didn't a 11 ow them to imagine ·from that ti me 
on in jumps, but as completely new as that was, they didn't 
notice it. They avoided the view to the right, because 
Nimes could be there, and rested under trees. A soldier 
with a grey red tricorn met them, a farm woman and a 
harlequin, which they didn't rec~ngize as a harlequin. 
Because of us, they would have thought. Enough. That 
showed them a great deal for the short new 1 ife. They 
carefully and calmly voiced thoughts of this kind. They 
prepared the field for new. names. Cabbage Knife, said a 
younger rabbit and pointed to the directton signs, but he 
was no longer taken seriously in an exaggerated way. Many 
of them named the ·field paths, which led to nothing other 
than piled corn straw, Temple Crossing. We don't want to 
lose ouselves in examples, they quickly proceeded. The 
murmurs, the short whistle noises, the chatter and 
whispers, which were supposed to give the invalids amongst 
them courage, were picked up by some 1 ight winds and 
carried on--not always in the direction of the holy 
mountain. The rumors of sunny paths, and paths which left 
everything to be wished for, increased. "' N 1 mes , i f a t a 1 1 , 
lay far behind them, with its imagined level ditches, 
graves and monuments--corn fields and harlequin failed to 
appear. That didn't bother the rabbits. No master fell 
from the fields, wrung his hands, or waved them on in 
embarrassment with his vulgarly embroidered handkerchief. 
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Against which a wider blue beam of 1 ight began to spread 
quickly, veiling the tops of rye and bean plants, heaven 
and hell and the 1 ittle pieces of wood before them. The 
rabbits could find a place in there; that colored 1 ights 
bothered them was nothing new, the clouds of dust around 
them made the colors run and decrease and proceed. They 
soon shoveled quick graves for the first exhausted ones. 
And what might have enchanted certain observers--their 
breaks of burial and exhaustion did not dispense with the 
rules--they did this with respect and thereby brought the 
necessity closer to mind for any non-participants. Similar 
to flying, they would have thought. Similar to flight, 
yes. The range of mountains was now so near, that it 
appeared without 1 ine. Also we do not want to further 
delay ourselves with the climb. To the ice and gravel 
hillsides, sliding pincushions of unexpected endings, the 
rabbits couldn~t adapt themselves quickly enough; many 
whirled through the zephyr 1 ike air of the holy mountain, 
which had only modest resemblances to stone blocks. As 
such it was a mild day, not a cry; aside from the fall 
nothing, that wouldn~t be taken bacK, soothed and 
evaporated. Hoarseness was discovered at that time. An 
abyss was all, a canyon without a wall on the other side. 
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The slope had not been enough practice for the trail; the 
nearness of the fenced in glass fragments was probably only 
a foretaste of the sudden headlong fall, for the goal was 
the slope. Its slight summit could be proven. We 
remember: fern fronds, the plains and Nimes, that were not 
watched. 
Four rabbits set foot on the peak of the holy 
mountain. Previously it smelled burnt, but that didn't 
bother them; they fought their way courageously through the 
underwood. But what did they confer about, as they saw the 
fiery canyon? Did they sit down on its edge, did they eat 
something e1se? Were there springs near there or 
beverages, which obviously favored the forming of caves? 
These rabbits--who wouldn't have 1 iked to see them up there 
putting their heads together with paws lowered. Who would 
1 ike to have come close to them once again? But no one is 
allowed that. ls it allowed then, to speak of rabbits if 
there are only four left? Which number is it, that 
protects the names? No, not one of us can shake off this 
question: Was it ever allowed to speak of rabbits? -Or of 
Port Sing? 
PORT SING2 
Port Sing, wo die Hasen rasten. Sie haben al le eine 
Neigung zu verschwinden, aber hier rasten sie, niemand wei.6 
war um. Es Konn te so geKommen se i. n: a 1 s die fr uh en 
bedenKenlosen Einwanderer mit ihren Flo.Ben anlegten und sie 
an Land setzten, vielleicht auch zu springen zwangen, und 
gleich wieder abstie.Ben, sahen die Hasen nichts Besseres, 
nichts was sie mehr verlockte. Sie gruben sich darum 
gleich am Strand in flache Gruben ein und betrachteten die 
Kornigen gelben Hugelzuge und die nadellosen Fichten, 
Kennzeichen der bucht. Es was nicht schwer, sich 
vorzustellen, was dahinter Kam, selbst wenn die Vorstellung 
nicht zutraf. Damit war ein Rastplatz geschaffen. Als die 
Regen einsetzten, die hier meisten schrag und von SU.den 
f ielen, gelang es den Hasen, ihre Bewegungen zu 
ver 1 angsamen; so.ba 1 d es zu hage 1 n begann, 1 agen s i e w i e 
Blocke im nassen Sand und wechselten die Farbe. Die 
ehema 1 i gen Flo.Ber, d i.e we it drau.Ben auf den Sch if fen i hre 
Wangen gegen die LuKen pre.Bten, hielten sie dann niemals 
fur Hasen, und die meisten trieben, selbst gegen den Wind, 
zieml ich rasch an der Bucht vorbei. Wenn mit rotl ichen 
Nesseln und Trauben der Sommer zu ihnen drang und die Hasen 
einsahen, da.6 sie zuviele wurden, Kletterten die alteren 
von ihnen die Boschung hinauf und verschwanden im 
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Hinterland. Man Konnte sich vorstellen, da~ sie dort die 
Stadt N~mes gegrundet haben, aber das Gegenteil la~t sich 
leicht belegen. Es lag den Hasen naml ich nichts daran, 
Orte zu grunden, wahrend ihren Gegnern viel daran lag, da~ 
sie Keine grundeten. Wei~waren- und Wurzelerzeuger 
sa.rnmelten sich vermutlich bald vor den erdachten Mauern und 
schossen, das beherrschten sie frQh. Sie standen 
nebeneinander auf einer Linie, ein geheimnisvoller Anbl ick. 
Kurz darauf begannen sie, ihre hellen durchlochten Quadern 
zu errichten, die Hasen blJeben drau~en. In ihrem Blut, im 
Gestrauch, in den Eingeweiden, wo das Bleiben unaus-
weichl ich ist. So ging es den ilteren. Die Jilngeren Hasen 
wu~ten mit dem Gerausch aus dem Hinterland wenig 
anzufangen, Gerausche waren ihnen im ganzen fremd. Sie 
beherrschten die Lagen und Gaben der Bucht, ihre Anblicke, 
ihre gelbgrilnen Wechsel, ihre Lautlosigkeit, da waren sie 
zu Hause. sie hatten, waren sie ihnen beKannt gewesen, die 
Taubheit uben Konnen, Formen und Abwege, an ihr hatte sich 
auch noch leichter der Termin des Verschwindens ermessen 
lassen als an den lahmenden Beinen und Ohren. Aber so war 
es, man mu~te auch die unvo11Kommenen Fehler hinnehmen. 
Die Hasen nahmen sie. Sie behielten immer noch genugend 
Krafte, um ohne Hilfe uber die Boschung zu kommen. Wenn 
sie nach den zittrigen Rosetten ihrer fruhen Zeit, die sie 
al le nahe den Felsen in den Sand gegraben hatten, 
allmahl ich zu strengeren Formen ubergingen, die allein 
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lagen, so 1 ie~ Keiner sich anmerKen, ob er das fur ein 
Zeichen nahm. Zeichen gab es genug, auch was sie ohne 
Frage umgab, war um Zeichen niemals verlgen. Nach etwa 
hundertdrei Jahren begann das Gerucht von der Stadt Nimes 
aufzuKommen, das bis heute unerwiesen ist. Es Kann leicht 
sein, da~ es von den falsch verstandenen Schreien der 
Ausflugler herruhrt, diesem Unfug auf See. Da pruft einer 
seine Stimme, dringt sie zur Bucht oder dringt sie nicht 
zur Bucht? Sie dringt nicht zur Bucht, aber fur eine 
schone mittlere Stadt genugt es, mit Stadtmauern, 
Hutstindern und alledem. Oder da~ der Sand schuld war? Er 
flog auf und ein Hase verstand ihn. Aber ihr sollt nichts 
verstehen, wozu habt ihr Ohren? Zu spat. Nach hundertfilnf 
Jahren begannen die Hasen unruhig zu werden, sie rotteten 
sich an unbenutzten Stellen im Sand zusammen und es Kam 
vor, da~ ein jungerer einem ilteren uber die Boschung 
helfen mu~te. Tat und Untat trafen sich, das Gerucht von 
den Herzoginnen entstand, Valentine und Hortense, wie sie 
auch hie~en, und 1 ie~ sich nicht zuruckweisen. Sie waren 
da und pruften sich i~ Spiegel, hi el ten ihre Hauben uber 
kl ares und brackiges Wasser und 1 ie~en uber Afutrag gel be 
Blatter schneiden, wenn sie darum verlegen waren; sie 
schleiften ihre seidenen Rocke die Bucht entlang. Oas war 
den Hasen bisher nicht untergeKommen, sie beKamen Angst und 
Stimme, Lust die Baume zu ersteigen, die im RucKen die 
Bucht begrenzten, auch wenn es nur Straucher waren, 
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Kronrate wurden einberufen, sie sa~en al le im Kreis und die 
lustigen Herzoginnen in der Mitte. Der heil ige Berg wurde 
genannt, mit seinem Blau und Grun, das die Welt bereinigen 
sollte, man beschlo~ aufzubrechen, Ratschlage verdunKelten 
jeden Auslaufer der Bucht. Eine der Herzoginnen hatte eine 
GlasKugel an einem Holzstab, der im Sand stecKte; als man 
aufbrach, wurde sie vorangetragen und zerschellte an einer 
Kiefer, ehe die Hohe der Boschung erreicht war. Das Licht 
ist fort, riefen al le; die Hasen Kehrten um und bl ieben, 
Kann man sie darum schelten? War zu bleiben nicht das 
einzige, womit man nicht warten Konnte? .Fl icKerl ichter 
erleucteten von nun an die. Bucht, die Stucke der 
zerbrochenen Kugel. Sie wurden nicht fortgeraumt, sondern 
geehrt und umzaunt, den jungeren Hasen waren sie die 
einzige Beruhigung. Die Herzoginnen machten sich davon, 
vermutl ich gingen sie nach Ni'mes, das um diese Zeit schon 
sein mu~te oder Kurz vor dem ubergang von der Idee zur 
gastl ichen Statte. Sicherlich halfen sie dazu, wo der 
ubergang SchwierigKeiten bereitete, tanzten in Hofen, die 
im Wachsen waren, und beunruhigten das freie Feld. Ueber 
diese Tanze sind Berichte erhalten, von Ziegenhirten und 
Beleuchtern, nichts mit Sicherheit. Keiner ahmte sie nach. 
N~mes~ gel be und wei~l iche Mauern wuchsen heran, um den 
heil igen Berg ging es nur noch den Hasen. Sie erfanden 
Richtungen, Absturze, Wegbreiten, legten Gefahren fest und 
1 ie~en sich auf immer mehr Farben ein. Sie holten sich 
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Hoffnungen aus erdachten SenKen, Ell ipsen, Herzformen und 
den Winternebeln darauf, die was schwarz und gedacht war, 
starKer hervortreten 1 ie~en, wenn auch oft nur infolge der 
Nasse. Es ging so weit, da~ sie ilber die Erntevorschriften 
von Fichtenspro~l ingen an den unteren Hangen des heil igen 
Berges oder auf se i nen Vorbergen . ins Gespri.ch Kamen. Der 
Sand unter ihren Sohlen begilnstigte ihre Entwilrfe, sie 
bl i~ben in der Bucht. Valentine und Hortense, die 
Herzoginnen, tauchten nicht mehr auf, die Schatten von 
N'i'me s I< amen i h n en n i ema ·1 s me hr store n d n ah e • Zwe i ma 1 
wurden sie noch von Menschen behelligt, das eine Mal, als 
unweit der Bucht eine Muhle errichtet und die Flugel so 
unbeholfen daran angebracht wurden, da~sie bei einem der 
starKeren Oststilrme an den Strand flogen, das andere Mal, 
als filnfunddrei~ig Jahre darauf ein alter Settler die 
Boschung heruntertorKelte, um in ihrer Mitte zu sterben. 
Einer der umzaunten Glasscherben verschob sich dabei 
geringfilgig, danach war Ruhe. Funf oder sechs Jahrhunderte 
lang geschah nichts, die neuen Richtungen wurden mit Mut 
und GeschicK eingehalten, ein rosige Licht verbreitete sich 
zuweilen uber den Sand, Maisgeruch drang die Boschung 
herunter. Aber Tanzfiguren, Ostturme, alte Settler, 
Maisgeruch, ging es ihnen darum? Eines fruhen Nachmittags 
machten sich die Hasen zum heil igen Berg auf und dieser 
Aufbruch Kam nicht ganz unerwartet. Sieben Jahrzehnte 
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vorher hatte ihn eine Bewegung angekundigt, die bald wieder 
erlosch, aber doch erwahnt werden mu~: einige Hasen waren 
ins Meer gegangen. Von den Spiegelfechtern, einer al ten 
und machtigen Sekte, die gerade damals einige Boote in 
gebuhrender Entfernung an der Bucht vorbeischickte, wurde 
das mit merkwurdigen Grunden bel~gt. Einer von ihnen: es 
·waren zuviele Hasen. Der zweite: sie hatten nicht genug zu 
essen. Keiner traf zu oder war auch nur er Erorterung wert 
und die Hasen ermannten sich bald wieder, die Gruppen zum 
Meer brachen zogernder auf.. Es war en die Scherben 1 i ch ter, 
Alleebaumen ahnl ich in ihren runden Zaunen, die ihnen Trost 
gaben oder Untrost genug. Daran da~ die Siechen unter 
ihnen in ihrer Mitte starben, hatten sie sich lingst 
gewohnt, die letzten neun Jahrzehnte vor dem Aufbruch ging 
kein Hase mehr uber die Boschung, weder Leben noch Ste~ben 
noch sonst etwas war ihnen dafur Grund genug. Dann gingen 
sie al le. Man kann nicht sagen, da~ es ein besonderer Tag 
oder Nachmittag war, er hatte begonnen wie viele andere, 
nam 1 i ch n i ch t, er 1 a·g w i e an de re 1 ahmend und bewegend uber 
der Bucht und bot kau~ Grunde, es war nur soweit. Die 
Scherben an der Boschung wurden behutsam umgangen und ihnen 
nahe genug zu kommen, ihrem lange schon getrubten gelben 
und rosa Glanz, war fur viele Hasen die Ueberraschung ihre 
Lebens. Keine Ueberraschung, wie zu erwarten war, boten 
die Hohe der Boschung, die FarnKrauter, die sich dort 
angesiedelt hatten, die Ebene, die sich vor ihnen 
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ausbreitete, die Schatten der Ferne. Ihre Augenbl icke 
1 ie~en sich von da ab in Sprungen nicht mehr darstellen, 
aber so vo11Kommen neu das war, es fiel ihnen nicht auf. 
I 
Sie vermieden den 81 ick nach rechts, weil dort Nimes 1 iegen 
Konnte, und rasteten unter Baumen. Ein Soldat mit einem 
grauroten Dreispitz begegnete ih~en, eine Biuering und ein 
HarleKin, den sie als HarleKin nicht erkannten. Unseret-
halben, werden sie gedacht haben. Genug. Das bezeichnete 
fur sie eine Menge, fur das Kurze neue Leben. Gedanken 
dieser Art stimmten sie aufmerKsam und ruhig, sie 
bereiteten das Feld fur neue Namen. Kohl.messer, sagte ein 
junger Hase und zeigte auf einen Wegweiser, aber auch er 
wurde nicht mehr ubertrieben wichtig genommen. Tempel-
quergange nannten manche von ihnen die Feldwege, die zu 
nichts als aufgeschuttetem Maisstroh fuhrten. Wir wollen 
uns in Beispielen nicht verlieren, sie Kamen schnell voran. 
Das Gemurmel, die Kurzen Pfeiflaute, das Scharren und 
Flustern, das den Siechen unter ihnen Mut machen sollte, 
wurde von einigen leichten Windsto~en aufgenommen und 
fortgetragen, nicht i~mer in Richtung auf den heiligen Berg 
zu. Die Geruchte von Sonneneinstiegen und Pfaden, die zu 
wunschen alles ubrig lei~en, vermehrten sich. ~ Names, wenn 
uberhaupt, lag langst hinter ihnen, mit seinen erdachten 
glatten Graben, Grabern und Monumenten, Maisflechter und 
HarleKine bl ieben aus. Das storte die Hasen nicht. Ke in 
Meister fiel von den Feldern, rang die Hinde oder wischte 
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sie verlegen an seinem groben vorgenahten Tuch ab. Dagegen 
begann ein breiter blaugruner Lichtstreifen sich rasch 
auszubreiten; er uberzog Roggen und BohnenKraut, Himmel und 
Holle und die HolzstucKe vor ihnen. Die Hasen Kamen darin 
unter, die Behell igung durch gefarbte Lichter war ihnen 
nicht neu, die StaubwolKe um sie, verfarbt und verKleinert, 
Kam doch rustig vorwarts. Sie verscharrten bald die ersten 
Erschopften. Und was gewisse Betrachter entzuckt hatte; 
ihre Begrabnis- und Erschopfungspausen entbehrten der Regel 
nicht, sie traten als TaKt auf und naherten sich damit im 
Sinne aller unbeteil igten der NotwendigKeit. Dem Fliegen 
ahnl ich, wurden sie gedacht haben. Dem Fluge ahnl ich, ja. 
Das Gebirge war jetzt so nahe, da~ es ohne Linie ausKam. 
Auch mit dem Aufstieg wollen wir uns weiter nicht 
aufhalten. Den Eis- und Schotterhalden, gleitenden 
NadelKissen, unvermuteten Enden Konnten sich die Hasenfu~e 
nicht rasch genug anpassen. Es wirbelte manches durch die 
Zephirluft um den heil igen Berg, was mit SteinblocKen nur 
bescheidene ahnl ichKeiten hatte. Dabei war es ein lauer 
Tag, Ke in Schrei; au~er den Sturzen nichts, was nicht 
zurucKgenommen worden ware, besanftigt, abgedampft, Die 
HeiserKeit wurde damals erfunden. Ein Abgrund war al le-, 
eine Schlucht ohne Gegenwand. Die Boschung war fur den Weg 
nicht Uebung genug gewesen (die Nahe der eingezaunten 
Glasscherben vermutl ich nur VorgeschmacK der Absturze>, fur 
das Ziel war sie es. Ihre geringe Hohe wies sich aus. Wir 
erinnern uns: Farnwedel, die Fl ache und N~mes, das nicht 
betrachtet wurde. 
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Vier Hasen betraten den Gipfel des heil igen Berges. 
Vorher roch es brandig, aber das storte sie nicht, sie 
Kampften sich mutig durch das niedrige Holz. Was berieten 
sie aber, als sie die feurige Schlucht sahen? Lie~en sie 
sich an ihrem Rand nieder, a~en sie noch etwas? Gab es 
nahe davon noch Quellen oder GetranKe, die den Hohlenbau 
leidl ich begunstigten? Diese Hasen, wer hatte sie nicht 
gerne da oben gesehen, die. Kopfe zusammengesteckt, mit 
versengten Pfoten?· Wer ware ihnen nicht .gerne noch einmal 
zu nahe gekommen? Aber das ist Keinem erlaubt. Ist es 
denn erlaubt, von .Hasen zu sprechen, wenn es nur nocht vier 
sind? Welche Zahl ist es, die den Na.men Schutzt? Nein, 
niemand von uns wird diese Frage abschutteln Konnen: War 
es jemals erlaubt, von Hasen zu sprechen? Oder von Port 
Sing? 
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THE DOLL 
Put to bed with my clothes on and no one to warm my 
waxen face, traces of the morning, streaming through the 
curtains, my eyes half open. There were always similar 
hours or half hours, strange voices and completely strange 
walls speckled by the sun. 
But just yesterday I was carried through this city, 
in tender arms, covered with lace, and a hat trimmed with 
lace on my head. We even went past palaces, columned 
courtyards, the 1 ight heads of the grasses breaking through 
the forecourts, then the coffee houses, columns again and 
my girlfriends on the arms of others, who murmured softly 
of forgotten revolutions, and I got a sip from a glass of 
raspberry soda, a piece of dry cake, and was comforted: 
This evening you~11 get 1 ittle doves, my dear. 
And so it continued, into churches, where the 
coolness of the floor of the pulpit descended on us, the 
various noises from footsteps on wood and stone; I was 
sitting on black pews and my glances were directed straight 
ahead, not to be led astray by the rosy 1 ights coming 
through the windows. And then to the cheese shops, in 
artificial 1 ight and seated upon a barrel, with a small fan 
bringing fresh air to me, and the laughter of the lady who 
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kept the store. In the glow of evening I was carefully 
wafted across bridges and held over ponds, over artificial 
waters that leapt around lawns, past old stables, yes, I 
found myself in the middle of a conversation about the old 
stables, whether they should be restored or used for some 
other purpose, and no one hid an~thing from me, dark and 
high voices about these questions were friendly to me, and 
thoughtlessly crossed above my head. And I swung along 
farther into the evening sKy and was admired or comforted 
with wine, and calmed by the reflection of the 1 ights on 
the dome windows. 
Thus I could 1 isten peacefully to the gates open and 
close and to the song birds fall silent, and in the midst 
of this would be laid into the arms and rocKed 1 ike someone 
who had suffered a great sorrow or 1 iKe a very small child, 
and was comforted with tears once, when I came close to 
falling in the water, but didn~t. And only when others of 
my kind came near, was I set up straight, the veil 1 ifted 
1 ightly from my hat and my round arms stroked there where 
they came out from the lace; my face, when the others of my 
Kind had gone, was covered with Kisses, my eyelashes, my 
ears, my blushing cheeks. And still long before we were 
home, in other words, saw the inn before us again, I was 
sung to sleep. With the most beautiful songs, a Spanish 
one was supposed to have been amongst them. 
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I Know that on this trip 1 iKe many others I almost 
wasn/t taKen along, but after much earnest pleading <not 
mine), at the last moment I was quickly fetched from my 
cradle after all, my clothes and my other necessary things 
being stowed in great haste in the 1 ight green basKet. I 
was already swinging down the st~ps, between these air 
currents of voices before a good trip, of envy and 
friendliness on the staircase, and the 1 ight breeze under 
the gateway blew my hair until a silk scarf was tied over 
my hat. 
Train, car, or coach, I slept a great deal, and the 
arrival places announced themselves, with their morning and 
evening 1 ights or .doves and the many stones on the arrival 
platforms. And the people who made themselves available 
for service, but I was never given into other arms. 
I faintly remember, that once on a trip to the 
mountains even the daughters of a notary took a 1 iking to 
me; in my ears I can still hear their calls through the 
reddish stones, and I was held upright and backwards, in 
order to reply to their greetings. Then they waved to me 
and waved, their ruddy arms moving against the snow which 
still lay there, the youngest of them crying, before she 
returned to the houses and wooden terraces; not much later 
she was supposed to have come farther south for lessons, 
that very one. But this trip was only one of many, usually 
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we quicKly leave the mountains behind us, unless we happen 
to be visiting distant relatives. 
This time also, I. have in my mind rather the fish and 
sea smell in my clothes, and the bright frescoes which are 
still Kept safe from flaKing, and the churches of the 
plains, their rows of birds and ~hrubs, the paths in 
between these, which the worshippers taKe, tender sighs, 
blessings, the hands, that touch me. In the eveining we 
were in one of the cafes again, and I got a taste of 
haze 1 nut cream, concerning. the doves, I was put off un ti 1 
the next day, and then carried home quickly through the 
marKets and Jewish quarter; we also went past a convent of 
St. Dorothy, visiting hours were over and everyone was in 
bed. We, too, got ready for bed quicKly when we reached the 
room at the hotel. 
And now nobody else is here any longer, and I can't 
turn around by myself to see if my hat and scarf are still 
hanging on the bedKnob. I always thought, we would go 
later to attend one of these schools together, where free 
time is spent under acacias or wild chestnut trees; when 
the game of jumping over a rope started, I would be held 
closely in the arms and put to bed in wooden convent beds, 
some companions for comparison, and the past revolutions 
would further whisper me to sleep, so we would grow up, 
even though my size never changed, up toward the old 
1 i gh ts. 
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Here I 1 ie, however, half upright, my silk clothes 
crumpled under the grey cloth and with open cupboards, the. 
trunks gone. 
Now, I'm wondering whether or not the convent of this 
saint isn't responsible for everything. Wasn't I supposed 
to be accepted there? Were my ar~s perhaps too rosy for the 
doorkeeper, my feet too delicate and the expression of my 
eyes, under my golden blond eyelashes, which I can't help, 
too relaxed. Or did this expression also tell too much of 
birds and stairwells, of stables and cakes, of raspberry 
sodas on which I sipped. And even of those which I only 
saw shimmering in the glass, of the sparkling fronts of 
palaces, of market stands under the pink storm lanterns, 
past which I was only carried? Was my coat laced too 
artistically for her or my veil too softly embroidered? 
And would I or wouldn't I consider it unfair? 
But how far my thoughts take me, what do I know of 
convents, what do I Know at all? Wouldn't there be more 
than enough reasons, simpler and more serious, and 
directions, as many as God created and to which the 
seafarers attribute the compass roses in the stone 
courtyards of the citadels. Wouldn't there be enough low 
walls, to swing over away from me, or high ones, to 
silently climb over? Sons and brothers or just hurried 
departures, for whose saKe I could be forgotten? What 
possessed me to assume I had been left behind for my saKe, 
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and that one in other words moved away from me t6 me and 
could now be searching for me everywhere, where I am not. 
And yet would still Know one place in which I could not be, 
namely myself. What brought me to this doorkeeper, her 
with her youth and her strict face, which I never saw? 
With a wreath of songs around head and shoulders? 
~ow many more solemn promises do I need, who is 
supposed to waKen me, who will fetch me again? For I do 
not 1 ie in sleep, I am as warm as I am cold, I am stolen 
from the pain, the danger,. the songs of the saints. No 
doorKeeper's parlour will accept me, ther.e will be no 
conversation over whether I am allowed or not, also I will 
not blindly observe the shadow of the bell towers on the 
rough curtains in the early spring morning, soon after to 
be picKed up, no, nothing of all that. It seems to me now, 
that only the directions which lead behind me are still 
open, with their breezes, their strangeness, their 
unenticing colors. With the budding gardens, of which I 
would 1 ike to know so 1 ittle. Now I can no longer finish, 
no gutter in the early morning 1 ight, no ditch over which 
the alders touch slightly and the rushing of cars at the 
side, nothing will cover me up, ·no swamp to keep my pale 
feet. Only these trunks, empty lockers, the smell of 
lavender and soon 1'11 forget to whom I belong, forget the 
forgetting and the forgettng will forget me. From then on 
anyone who wants to can fetch me. Girl or marKet wife or 
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the sister who mends my lace and prevents my disinte-
gration. A St. George, a deserted stall and bean pods, I 
don't want to dream much more. With my curls. one can still 
adorn the angels' heads, and with my lace the green velvet 
coats, but with myself? Wax and strings. And no longer 
are the notary's daughters and the visiting hours in the 
convents of the saints any farther away. 
Strange, that the mountain tops still appear for me 
and caravans over all the passes and the way the great 
animals turn their heads toward the old chapels. And in 
sleep I want to encounter only the waving hands in front of 
red stones. 
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DIE PUPPE3 
Mit den Kleidern zu Sett und niemand, der mein 
wichsernes Gesicht gewarmt hatte, Spuren des Morgens, der 
durch die Vorhinge streicht, die Augen halb offen. Solche 
Stunden oder halbe Stunden gab es schon immer, fremde 
Stimmen und von der Sonne gefleckte ganz fremde Winde. 
Aber ich bin doch gestern noch durch diese Stadt getragen 
worden, auf zarten Armen, bedeckt mit Spitzen und einen von 
Spitzen gesiumten Hut auf meinem Kopf. Wir Kamen sogar an 
Pa listen vorbei, siulenbestandenen Hofen, aus den Vor-
plitzen brachen die Graser mit ihren· leichten Kopfen, dann 
Cafehiuser, wieder Siulen und meine Freundinnen auf den 
Armen der andern, die von vergessenen Revolutionen 1 ispel-
ten, und ich beKam von einem Glas Himbeerwasser zu Kosten, 
von einem Stuck trocKenen Kuchen, und wurde getrostet: Am 
Abend beKommst du Taubchen, meine Liebe! 
Und schon ging es weiter, in Kirchen, wo die Kuhle 
von den Kanzelboden auf uns herunterbrach, die 
verschiedenen Laute von Schritten auf Holz und Stein, ich 
sa~ in schwarzen BanKen und meine 81 icKe waren geradeaus 
gerichtet, von den rosigen Lichtern durch die Fenster nicht 
beirrt. Und dann in Kasegeschafte, bei Kunstl ichem Licht 
und auf einem Fasse sitzend und ein Kleiner Ficher, der mir 
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neue Luft machte, das Gelichter der Hindlerin. Ich wurde im 
Abendschein vorsichtig ilber die Brucke laviert und uber 
Teiche gehalten, uber Kunstl iche Gewisser, die Rasenplatze 
umsprangen, an al ten Stallungen vorbei, ja, ich befand mi ch 
in der Mitte eines Gesprichs uber die Frage alter 
Stallungen, ihrer Wiedererrichtung oder anderen Verwendung, 
und niemand verbarg etwas vor mir, dunKle und hohe Stimmen 
uber diese Frage waren mir zugetan und Kreuzten bedenKenlos 
mir zu Hiupten. Un ich schwanKte weiter unter den 
Abendh i mme 1 n weg und wurde· bewunder t oder mi t Wein 
getrostet, mit dem Widerschein der Lichter auf den 
Kuppelfenstern beruhigt. 
So Konnte ich friedl ich die Tore auf- und zuschlagen 
und die Singvogel verstummen horen und wurde mitten darin 
auf die Arme gelegt und gewiegt wie jemand nach einem 
schweren Kummer oder wie ein ganz Kleines Kind: und mit 
Trinen geherzt, als ich einmal nahe daran war, ins Wasser 
zu fallen, aber doch nicht fjel. Und wurde nur, wenn 
andere meiner Art sich naherten, gerade aufgesetzt, der 
Schleier wurde mir dann leicht vom Hut gezogen und meine 
runden Arme, da wo sie aus den Spitzen Kamen, gestreichelt, 
mein Gesicht, wenn die andern meiner Art voruber waren, mit 
Kussen bedecKt, meine Wimpern, die Ohren, meine geroteten 
Wangen. Und noch lange ehe wir zu Hause waren, das hei~t 
den Gasthof wieder vor uns sahen, wurde ich zur Ruhe 
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gesungen. Mit den schonsten Liedern, ein spanisches so11 
auch darunter gewesen sein. 
Ich wei~, da~ man mich auf diese wie auch auf viele 
andere unserer Reisen beinahe nicht mitgenommen hatte, aber 
nach langen flehenden Bitten <nicht den meinen> wurde ich 
zuletzt doch rasch wieder aus mei.ner Wiege geholt, meine 
Kleider und mir sonst notwendigen Dinge wurden in aller 
Eile in dem wei~grunen Korb verstaut, da schwankte ich 
schon die Treppe hinunter, zwischen diesem Luftzug von 
Stimmen vor einer gluckl ichen Reise, von Neid und 
Wohlgesinntheit im Treppenhaus, und die leichte Luft unter 
dem Torweg bewegte mein Haar, so lange, bis mir ein 
Seidentuch uber den Hut gebunden wurde. 
Zug, Wagen oder Kutsche, ich schl ief vi el, und 
Ankunftsorte teilten sich mir von selbst mit, mit ihren 
Vormittags- und Abendl ichtern oder Tauben und dem vi el en 
Gestein auf den Ankunftsplitzen. Und Leute, die sich zu 
Diensten stellten; aber anderen Armen wurde ich nie 
ubergeben. 
Ich erinnere mich schwach, da~ einmal auf einer Reise 
ins Gebirge sogar Notarstochter an mir Gefallen fanden, 
ihre Rufe durch das rotl iche Gestein habe ich noch in den 
Ohren, und ich wurde aufrecht ruckwarts gehalten, um ihren 
Gru~ zu erwidern, da winkten sie mir und winkten, ihre 
frischen Arme bewegten sich gegen den Schnee, der dort noch 
lag, und die jungste von ihnen weinte, ehe sie zu den 
Hausern und holzernen Terrassen zurucKkehrten, wenig 
spater so11 sie zum Unterricht weiter nach Suden geKommen 
sein, gerade die. Aber diese Reis~ war nur eine von 
vielen, fur gewohnl ich lassen wir die Gebirge rasch hinter 
uns, es ware denn, da~ wir entfernte Verwandte besuchten. 
lch habe auch diesmal eher.den Fisch- und 
Meeresgeruch in den Kleidern und helle, vor dem Abblattern 
noch behiltete Wandgemalde im Sinn, und die Kirchen der 
Ebenen, ihre Vogel- und Strauchreihen, die Wege dazwischen, 
die die Betenden nehmen, zarte Seufzer, Segnungen, die 
Hande, die mich beruhren. Abends waren wir auch wieder in 
einem der Cafes, und ich bekam Nu~creme zu kosten, mit den 
Tauben wurde ich auf den heutigen Tag vertrostet und dann 
durch MirKte und Judenviertel rasch heimgetragen, wir kamen 
auch an einem Kloster der heil igen Dorothee voruber, die 
Sprechstunde war dort beendet und al le zu Bett. Auch wir 
selbst legten uns rasch, als wir das Zimmer im Hotel 
erreichten. 
Und nun ist niemand mehr hier, und von selbst Kann 
i ch mi ch n i ch t umwend.en, um zu sehen, ob Hut und Sch a 1 noch 
am Bettknauf hangen. Ich dachte immer, wir wurden spater 
mi .te i nander e· i ne di eser Schu 1 en besuchen, wo man die fre i en 
Stunden unter AKazien oder wilden Kastanien verbringt, ich 
wurde, wenn das Springen uber die Schnure beginnt, mit im 
Arm gehalten und in holzerne Klosterbetten zur Ruhe gelegt, 
einige Gefahrtinnen zum Vergleich, und die vergangenen 
Revolutionen 1 ispelten mi ch weiter zur Ruhe, so wuchsen 
wir, selbst wenn ich meine Gro~e nicht v~randerte, den 
alten ~ichtern entgegen. 
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So aber 1 iege ich halb aufrecht, die seidenen Kl eider 
verknullt unter dem grauen Tuch, und bei offenen SchranKen, 
die Koffer sind fort. 
Ich uberlege jetzt, ob nicht das Kloster dieser 
Heil igen an allem schuld ist. Sollte ich dort nicht 
aufgenommen werden? Waren der Pfortnerin vielleicht meine 
Arme zu rosig, meine Fu~e zu zart und der AusdrucK meiner 
Augen unter den goldblonden Wimpern, fur 'die ich nichts 
Kann, zu gelassen? Oder erzihlte er auch zuviel von Vogeln 
und Treppenhiusern, von Stallungen und Kuchen, von den 
Himbeerwassern, an denen ich genippt habe? Und selbst von 
denen, die ic~ nur im Glase schimmern sah, von den 
glanzenden Fronten der Paliste, von den MarKtstanden unter 
den roten Windl ichtern, an denen ich nur vorbeigetragen 
wurde? War ihr mein Mantel zu Kunstvoll verschnurt, mein 
Schleier zu sanft durchbrochen? Und fande ich es ungerecht 
oder fande ichs nicht? 
Aber wie weit fuhren mich meine Gedanken, was weia 
ich von den Klostern, was wei~ ich uberhaupt? Gabe es 
nicht leichtere und schwerwiegendere Grunde im Ueberflu~ 
und Richtungen, so viele Gott schuf und die Seefahrer den 
Windrosen in den steinernen Hofen der Kastelle andichteten? 
Gabe es nicht niedrige Mauern genug, um sich daruber von 
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mir wegzuschwingen, hohere, um sie still zu ubersteigen? 
Sohne und Bruder oder nur eil ige Aufbruche, um derentwillen 
ich vergessen werden konnte? Was gab mir ein, ich ware um 
meinetwillen im Stich gelassen worden, man hatte sich 
gleichsam von mir selbst zu mir selbst begeben und suchte 
mi ch nun ubera 11 , wo i ch n i ch t b i.n? Und wu.6te dann doch 
einen Ort, an dem ich nicht sein Konnte, mich selber? Was 
brachte mich auf diese Pfortnerin mit ihrer Jugend und 
ihrem strengen Gesicht, das ich nie sah? Mit dem Kranz von 
Liedern um Kopf und Schul tern? 
Wie viele Gelobnisse brauche ich jetzt noch, wer soll 
mi ch wecken, wer mi ch wieder holen? Den ich 1 iege nicht Im 
Schlaf, ich bin so warm wie Kalt, ich bin den Schmerzen 
entwendet, den Gefahren, den Liedern der Heiligen. Keine 
Pfortnerstube wird mich aufnehmen, und es wird kein 
Gesprach daruber geben, ob ich erlaubt sei oder nicht, ich 
werde auch nicht bl indl ings in der Fruh die Schatten der 
Glockenturme uber den groben Vorhangen wahrnehmen, um bald 
erhoben zu werden, nein, nichts von alledem. Es scheint 
mir Jetzt, da~ nur mehr die Richtungen, die hinter mich 
fuhren, offen sind, mit ihren Luftzugen, ihrem Unbekannten, 
ihren unverlockenden Farben. Mit den aufbrechenden Garten, 
von denen ich so wenig wissen mochte. Ich kann jetzt nicht 
mehr enden, keine Gosse im Fruhl icht, Ke in Graben, ilber den 
die Erlen streifen, und das Brausen der Wagen zur Seite, 
nichts wird mich verhullen, Kein Sumpf, der meine hellen 
114 
Fu~e bewahrt. Nur diese Truhen, leeren Facher, 
Lavendelgeruche, und bald vergesse ich, wem ich gehore, 
vergesse das Vergessen und das Vergessen vergi~t mich. Von 
da an wird mich holen Konnen, wer mich mochte, Madchen oder 
MarKtfrau oder die Schwester, die meine Spitzen fl icKt und 
am Zerfallen hindert. Ein heil iger Georg, ein verlassener 
Stall und Bohnenschoten, ich will nicht mehr viel traumen. 
Mit meinen Locken Kann man noch die EngelsKopfe schmucken, 
mit meinen Spitzen noch die grunsamtenen Mantel, aber mit 
mir selber? Wachs und Schnure. Und nicht einmal mehr ferne 
sind die Notarstochter und die Sprechstunden in den 
Klostern der Heil igen. 
MerKwurdig, ·da~ mir die Gebirge noch erscheinen und 
Karawanen uber al le Passe und wie die gro~en Tiere ihre 
Kopfe nach den al ten Kapellen wenden. Und nur den 
winKenden Handen vor dem roten Gestein will ich im Schlaf 
noch begegnen. 
CHAPTER VI 
OBSERVATIONS ON THE THREE STORIES 
uHerodes" 
"Herodes" first appeared in Aichinger's collection of 
short stories published under the title Eliza, Eliza. Use 
of Biblical names is a reflection of Aichinger's Jewish 
heritage. The name 11 Herodes" immediately reminds one of 
the Biblical Herodes, a Jewish King. He is remembered as 
the King who spoke with the three wise men and, jealous of 
the new King whose birth he had been· told of, ordered all 
new-born baby boys slain. The Herod of this story bears 
1 ittle resemblance to the villain of the New Testament 
story. His. clothing is ragged, and his home dilapidated. 
He does, however, have one very incongruous animal on his 
run-down farm which is associated with royalty, a 1 ion. 
The translation of "Herod~s" to "Herod" was the first 
decision, made in translating the story. 
, 
In Levy's 
discussion of translation of names, 1 he writes that the 
meaning of the name in the original must be taken into 
account. To leave the name Herodes as it was in German 
·would carry no Bjbl ical connotation with it in English. 
"Herod", however, evokes immediate recognition of the name 
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belonging to the Jewish King who ordered the babies Killed 
when Jesus was born. 
The character Herod, in this story, lacks 
understanding of his wife. A theme common to Aichinger's 
stories is a lack of communication, understanding and 
support between men and women. ~agmar Lorentz feels this 
reflects back on Aichinger's own family, in the lack of 
support on the part of her father for his Jewish wife whom 
he divorced during the Nazi occupation. 2 "Herod" watches 
his wife, her enjoyment of. her surroundings and feeding of 
the animals, but avoids discussing them with her. The 
reader is given the feeling that he finds her a bit 
foolish. Herod, however, has nothing in 1 ife which he 
enjoys and might as well be one of the cabbage stumps in 
his garden. Even when he goes for walks with his 1 ion, he 
lets the 1 ion decide which path to follow, and this 
eventually leads to his demise. Interestingly, as he feels 
himself sinking, his last thoughts are concern for the wife 
and the pig - who will care for them? A reflection, 
perhaps, of what Aichinger felt appropriate for her father 
to worry about after leaving his family. 
Aichinger uses colors in her stories, but on a 
1 imited basis. They may be considered to be symbolic or 
mood enhancing and therefore should be treated carefully in 
translation. The first color mentioned in "Herod" is the 
green of his tattered robe. This is a contrast of 1 ife and 
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decay. Green usually indicates life and 1 iving things in 
nature. His robe, however, is tattered and worn-out, 1 ike 
Herod and his 1 ife. 
Gray and variations in 1 ight quality are another set 
of color symbols which appear and give fleeting mood 
changes to symbolize inner perso~al ity, as in the following 
example. uEr sah in ein graues, getrubtes Gesicht in zwei 
Augen die ihn matt uberschauten und Keinen FunKen Freude 
aus dem L6wenfe11 zogen". 3 Both "getrUbtes" and "matt" 
could have been translated as "dull", thereby indicating a 
rather lifeless, uninterested face, as well as a glance 
which was rather bored and uninterested. However, the 
color gray had already been mentioned as the color which is 
predominant a.bout the boy. "Al 1 es an dem Jungen sch i en 
grau, seine Jacke, sein Schal, seine Wangen, seine Stirne 
unter der Mutze und seine Hande ••• " 4 Since shades of 1 ight 
often seem to be important in this story, the word "opaque" 
seems a more appropriate translation of the word 
"getrubtes" which describes the boy's face, because 
"opaque" brings with it the association of a quality of 
1 ight. The word "matt", on the other hand, has been 
translated as "dull" to indicate the disinterest with which 
the boy looks down below at Herod and his lion. 
"Herod" has a parable quality about it with a moral 
at the end of the story. In allowing himself to slip into 
a dream world, in following docilely along after the 1 ion, 
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by not taking an active part in 1 ife, Herod loses his 1 ife, 
first spiritually and then physically. This.could be 
interpreted as a reflection on what happened to the Jewish 
people and German nation when the false dreams of the Nazis 
were blindly followed without thinking. People who lived 
without taKing responsibility fo~ controlling and saving 
their own destiny lost their values regarding 1 ife and 
those 1 iving around them. 
P.ort Sing 
"Port Sing" also first appeared in El rza, Eliza, and 
like "Herodes 0 it.has a parable quality about it. The 
rabbits in the story 1 ive near a bay. They are enticed by 
the bay and the movement of rafters who come and go from 
their ships to the beach and back again. Gradually, the 
rabbits realize they are growing to be too many in number. 
Some of the older ones leave and are never seen again. 
None of the rabbits Know what 1 ies on the other side of 
their hill, but they have heard rumors of a city called 
I\ 
Nimes. The first time the rabbits band together to go to 
their holy mountain, they accidently smash their 1 ight, a 
glass globe, and give up the idea of leaving. The 
fragments of glass are gathered and Kept as objects of 
veneration. They discuss setting up new regulations and 
everything goes on for about five or six more centuries, 
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until, one day, the rabbits all go up their mountain 
together <much 1 iKe lemmings). The rabbits are unprepared 
for the slope to drop off into a fiery abyss, and they fall 
to their deaths. Only four rabbits remain at the end of 
the story. 
Of the three stories, "Por~ Sing" was the most 
abstract and therefore the most di ifficult to translate. 
If one has an idea of the author~s message, translating 
abstraction is made somewhat easier. Knowing that Ilse 
Aichinger was Jewish and had suffered through the Nazi 
occupation influenced some word choices •. 
Dagmar Lorentz writes that Port Sing is a prison 
colony where the rabbits are inmates. 5 If this is true, one 
must Know that it is a prison beforehand, for there is 
nothing to suggest it in the vocabulary used in the story. 
The only thing which maKes the rabbits prisoners in any 
other sense is that they are prisoners of their own 
inability to maKe the decision to leave an area which is 
too small for them and in which they are persecuted by 
their enemies. When they do leave, they are so unprepared 
for the reality of the world that almost all of them die. 
The rabbits crowded, "imprisoned" 1 ifestyle and the mass 
death are symbolic of the fate of the Jewish people during 
the Nazi occupation , 1 iving in ghettos and experiencing 
mass deaths. The glass fragments which the rabbits save 
and cherish may be representative of "Kristallnacht" in 
which windows of Jewish shops were smashed. 
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It would be tempting to translate "Glassscherben" as 
"shards of broken gl ass 11 • However, keeping the afore-
men ti oned ideas of symbolic interpretation in mind, 
"spl intersu or "fragments of gla~s" bring to mind images of 
fine shattered bits of glass such as would have been seen 
after "Kristal lnacht• .. Thus Aichinger~s Jewish heritage 
and the Jewish experience during the Nazi occupation 
influenced this choice of words. 
The Dol 1 
"Die Puppe" also appeared first in Eliza, Eliza. The 
story has a f~il iar theme, that of a cherished toy 
forgotten and abandoned as the child outgrows it. The 
child goes on growing up, but, without the child, the doll 
will either fade into nonexistence or, with luck, be 
discovered by another child and allowed to continue 1 ife. 
As mentioned in the chapter comparing Allen Chappe)'s 
translation with the translation presented in this paper, 
the fact that the doll actually narrates the story makes 
her seem even more like a living being. The language which 
is used to translate her words, therefore, must be that of 
a child who is not too young. The doll should imitate the 
child in choice of vocabulary. 
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"Die Puppe" presents its subject matter as a stream 
of thoughts or pictures of the doll's past memories. As 
the doll/s memory begins to fade, because she no longer 
"exists", the pictures and thoughts tend to become more 
abstract or disjointed. 
NOTES 
CHAPTER II 
1. Allen H. Chappel ed., Ilse Aichinger: Selected 
Poetry and Prose, <Durango, Colorado: Logbridge-Rhodes, 
Inc.), 1983, Introduction. 
2. James C. Alldridge, Ilse Aichinger, <London: 
Wolff), 1969,p.9. 
3 • Dagmar Loren t z , I 1 se A i ch i n ge r , < Kon i gs t e i n : 
Athenaum Verlag>, 1981, p.10. 
4. Ibid., p.6. 
5. Alldridge, p.10. 
CHAPTER III 
1. Hieronymus~ letter to Pammachius, translated to 
German by Walter Hasenclever, reprinted in Hans Joachimm 
Storig ed., Das Problem des Uebersetzens, <Darmstadt: 
Wissenschaftl iche Buchgesellschaft>, 1963, pp.1-13. 
2. Ibid., p.1. 
3. Ibid., p.6. 
4. Martin Luther, "Sendbr i ef vom Dol me tschen", B.n. 
den christl ichen Adel deutscher Nation und andere 
Schriften, pp.151-173, Ernst Kihler ed., <Stuttgart: 
Philipp Reclamm Jun.), Nr. 1578/78a, 1964, p.158. 
5. Ibid., p.159. 
6. I bi d. , p • 162. 
7. Ibid. 
8. Johann Wolfgang Goethe,GedenKausgabe der WerKe, 
Briefe und Gesprache, Ernst Beutler ed., Vol .3: Der 
We s t -ts s t 1 i c he D i v an , < Z U. r i c h : Ar t em i s Ve r l a g ) , 1 9 4 8 , 1 9 6 2 • 
9. I bi d. , p • 554. 
10. Ibid. 
11. Ibid. 
12. Idem, GedenKausgabe der WerKe, Briefe und 
Gesprache, Ernst Beutler ed., Vol .12: Einzelschriften, 
<Zurich: Artemis Verlag), 1948, 1962. 
13. Ibid., p.705. 
14. Idem, Gedenkausgabe der Werke, Briefe und 
Gesprache, Ernst Beutler ed., Vol .10: Dichtung und 
Wahrheit, <Zurich: Artemis Verlag), 1948, 1962. 
1 5 • I b i d • , p • 540 • 
16. Idem, Goethes Werke in Zwolf Sanden, Vol .7: 
Maximen und Reflexionen, <Berl in and Weimar: Aufbau-
Ver 1 ag), 1968. 
17. Ibid., p.531. 
, 18 • I b i d • , p • 532 • 
123 
19. Noval is <Friedri ich von Hardenberg>, 
uBlilthenstaub", Athenaeum, Friedrich and August Wilhelm 
Sch 1 ege l ed.,- 1 798. Appeared in a photocopied new edition 
of the same publication, <Stuttgart: Cotta and Darmstadt: 
Wissenschaftliche Buchgesellschaft>, 1960, p.88+. 
Reprinted in Hans Joachim Storig ed., Das Problem des 
Uebersetzens, <Darmstadt: Wissenschaftl iche 
Buchgesellschaft), 1963, p.33. 
20. Theodore Savory, The Art of Translation, 
<Boston: The Writers, Inc.>, 1968, p.43. 
21. Friedrich· Schleiermacher, "Ueber die 
verschiedenen Methoden des Uebersetzens", Friedrich 
Schleiermacher~s sammtliche Werke, Dritte Abtheilung: Zur 
Philosophie, Band 2, <Berl in: Reimer>, 1838, p.207-245. 
Reprinted in Hans Joachim Storig ed., Das Problem des 
Uebersetsens, <Darmstadt: Wissenschaftl iche Buchgesell-
schaft), 1963, pp.38-70. 
22. Ibid., p.42. 
23. Ibid., p.48. 
24. Ibid., p.55. 
25. Jacob Grimm, Aus den Kleineren Schriften, 
2. Aufl age, <Berlin: Me>'er and Jessen), 1911, p .307. 
124 
26. Arthur Schopenhauer, "Ueber Sprache und Worte", 
Arthur Schopenhauer's sammtl iche WerKe, Julius Frauenstadt 
ed., 2. Auflage, Band 6, <Leipzig: BrocKhaus>, 
1891, pp.601-607. Reprinted in Hans Joachim Storig ed., 
Das Problem des Uebersetzens, <Darmstadt: Wissen-
schaftl iche Buchgesellschaft), 1963, pp.101-107. 
27 • I b i d • , p • 1 0 1 • 
28. Ibid., p.102+. 
29. Friedrich Wilhelm Nietzsche, Friedrich 
Nietzsche, WerKe, 2 Auflage, Band 2, Jenseits von Gut und 
Bose, Section 28, <MO.nchen: Car 1 Hanser Ver- l a.g) , 1954-56, 
p.593. 
30. Ulrich von Wilamovitz-Moellendorf, "Was ist 
Uebersetzen?", Hippolytos, Introduction, 1981. Reprinted 
in Ulrich von Wilamovitz-Moellendorf, Reden und Vortrage, 
Band I, pp.1-36. <Berl in: Weidmannsche Verlags 
Buchhandlung), 1925. Reprinted in Hans Joachim Storig ed., 
Das Problem des Uebersetzens, <Darmstadt: Wissen-
schaftl iche Buchgesellschaft>, 1963, pp.140-169. 
31. Ibid., p.144. 
32. Flora Ross Amos, Early Theories of 
Translation, <Folcraft, Pennsylvannia: The Folcroft Press>, 
1920, 1969, p.81. 
33. Ibid., p.89. 
34. Ibid., p.47. 
35. Kornei ChuKovsKy, The Art of Translation. 
Kornei ChuKovsKr's A High Art, Lauren Leighton trans. and 
ed., <Knoxville: The University of Tennessee Press), 1984, 
p.246. 
36. Walter Benjamin, "Die Aufgabe des 
Uebersetzers", Tableaux parisiens, lntroduction to German 
edition, <Heidelberg>, 1923. Reprinted in Walter Benjamin: 
Schriften, Th.W.Adorno and Gretel Adorno ed., Band I, 
pp.40-54, <Frankfurt am Main: SuhrKamp Verlag>, 1955. 
Reprinted in Hans Joachin Storig ed., Das Problem des 
Uebersetzens, <Darmstadt: Wi issenschaftl iche 
Buchgesellschaft), 1963, pp. 184-186. 
125 
37. Ibid., 194+. 
38. Wolfgang Schadewaldt, "Das Problem des 
Uebersetzers", Die Antike, Band III, 1927, Heft 3, 
pp.287-303. Reprinted following 11 Hellas und Hesperiers 11 , 
Ges. Schriften zur Antike und zur neueren Literatur, 
<Zilrich and Stuttgart: Artemis Verlag>, 1960, pp.523-537. 
Reprinted in Hans Joachim St6rig ed., Das Problem des 
Uebersetzens, <Darmstadt: Wissenschaftl iche 
Buchgesellschaft>, 1963, pp.249-267. 
39. Ibid.,p.261. 
40. Ibid., p.265. 
41. Kahl Dedecius, "Slawische Lyrik- ilbersetzt-
ubertragen- nachgedichtet", Osteuropa, 11 Jahrgang, Heft 3, 
Marz, 1961, p.167-178. Reprinted in Hans Joachim Storig 
ed., Das Problem des Uebersetzens, <Darmstadt: 
Wissenschaftl iche Buchgesellschaft>, 1963, pp.468-470. 
42. Ibid., p.468,469. 
43. Jiri Lev:, Die. 1 iterarische Uebersetzung: 
Theorie einer Kunstgattung, Frankfurt am Main, <Bonn: 
Athenaum Verlag>, 1969, p.113. 
44 • I b i d • , p • 168 • 
45., Idem, 11 Wi 11 Translations be of Use to 
Trans 1 a tor· s? 11 , Ueberse tzen, Vor tr age und Be i trioe, 
<Hamburg: Inter-nationalen Kongre~ literarischer Ueber-
setzer), Rolf Ital i a.ander ed., <Frankfurt am Main: Athenaum 
Verlag), 1965, p.81+. 
46. Robert Bly, The Eight Stages of Translation, 
<Boston: Rowan Tree Press>, 1983. 
47. Ibid., p.22+. 
48 .. Ibid .. , p.42 .. 
49 • I b i d • , p • 48 • 
50. Dagmar Lorentz, Ilse Aichinger, <Athenaum 
Verlag, GmbH: Konigstein), 1981. 
51. lbi d., P.41+. 
52. I bi d. , p • 26. 
126 
53. Aichinger, p.142. 
54. Ibid. 
55. Luther, p.162. 
56. Aichinger, p.142. 
57. I bi d. , p • 151 • 
SS. Savory, p.43. 
59 • B 1 y , p • 48 • 
CHAPTER IV 
1. Chappel, pp.68-71. 
2. Bly, p1148. 
3. Lorentz, p.26. "Aichingers eigene gesprochene 
Sprache ist der ihrer Texte sehr nahe. Im Gesprach mit ihr 
wird deutlich, da~ sie sich, besonders beim Schreiben ihrer 
spiteren Texte 1 nicht um eine bewu~t gewihlte 
Schriftsprache bemuht." 
4. Aichinger, p. 91. 
5. Chappel, p.69. 
6. Aichinger, p.89. 
7. Chappe 1 , p.68. 
a. Aichinger, p.89. 
9. Chappel, p.68. 
10. Aichinger·, p. 91. 
11. Chappe 1 , p.69. 
12. Aichinger, p.89. 
13. Chappe 1 , p.68. 
14. Aichinger, p.89. 
15. Chappe 1 , p.68. 
127 
16. Aichinger, p.90. 
17. Chappel, p.68+. 
18. Aichinger, p.90. 
19. Chappe 1 , p.69. 
20. Aichinger, p.89. 
21. Chappel, p.68. 
CHAPTER V 
1 • Aichinger, pp.142-153. 
2. Ibid., pp.166-171. 
3. Ibid., pp.89-93. 
CHAPTER VI 
/ 
1. Levy, ~Will Translation Be of Use to 
Translators", p.81+. 
2. Lorentz, p.12. 
3. Aichinger, p.152. 
4. Ibid. 
5. Lorentz, p.144. 
BIBLIOGRAPHY 
Aichinger, Ilse. Meine Sprache und Ich, Erzahlungen. 
Frankfurt am Main: Fischer Taschenbuch Verlag, 1981. 
Alldridge, James C •• Ilse Aichinger. London: Wolff, 
1969. 
Amos, Flora Ross. Early Theories of Translation. 
Folcraft, Pennsylvannia: The Folcroft Press, 1920, 
1969. 
Bly, Robert. The Eight Stages of Translation. Boston: 
Rowan Tree Press, 1983. 
Chappel, Allen H., ed. and trans. Ilse Aichinger: 
Selected Poetry and Pros~. Durango, Colorado: 
Logbridge-Rhodes, Inc., 1983. 
ChuKovsKy, Kornei. The Art of Translation. Kornei 
ChuKovsKr~s .A High Art. Translated and edited 
by Lauren Leightonc Knoxville: The University of 
Tennessee Press, 1984. 
Garland, Henry and Garland, Mary. The Oxford Companion To 
German Literature.~ p .11. Oxford: Cl aredon Press, 
1976. 
Goethe, Johann Wolfgang. GedenKausgabe der WerKe, Briefe 
und Gesprache. Edited by Ernst Beutler. Vol. 3: 
Der West-Ostl iche Divan. Zurich: Artemis Verlag, 
1948' 1962. 
GedenKausgabe der WerKe, Briefe und Gesprache. 
Edited by Ernst Beutler. Vol. 10: Dichtung und 
Wahrheit. Zurich: Artemis Verlag, 1948, 1962. 
GedenKausgabe der WerKe, Briefe und Gesoriche. 
Edited by Ernst Beutler. Vol. J2: Einzelschriften. 
Zurich: Artemis Verlag, 1948, 1962. 
Goethes WerKe in Zwolf Sanden, Vol. 7: 
Maximen und Reflexionen. Berl in and Weimar: 
Aufbau - Verlag, 1968. 
Grimm, Jakob. Aus den Kleineren Schriften, 2 Auflage. 
pp. 302-343. Berl in: Meyer and Jessen, 1911. 
129 
Jobes, Gertrude. 
and Srmbols. 
Dictionary of Mythology , FolKlor~ 
New YorK: The Scarecrow Press, 1961. 
Kunisch, Hermann. Handbuch der deutschen Gegenwarts-
1 iteratur, Band 1 A-K, p. 61+, Munchen: 
Nymphenburger Verlagshandlung~ 1969. 
, 
Lefevere, Andre. Translating Literature; 
Tradition - from Luther to Rosenzweig. 
Van Gorcum, Assen., 1977. 
The German 
Amsterdam: 
Levy, Ji~f. Die Literarische Uebersetzung: Theorie 
einer Kunstgattung. FranKfurt am Main, Bonn: 
Athenaum Verlag, 1969. 
"Will Translations be of Use to Translators?". 
Uebersetzen, Vortrage und Beitrage. Hamburg: Inter-
nationalen Kongre~ 1 i~erarischen Uebersetzer, 1965. 
Edited by Rolf Ital iaander. FranKfurt am Main: 
Athenaum Verlag, 1965. 
Lorenz, Dagmar. Ilse Aichinger. Konigstein: 
Athenaum Verlag GmbH, 1981. 
Luther, Martin. "Sendbrief vom Dolmetschen 11 , An den 
Christl ichen Adel Deutscher Nation und andere 
Schriften, pp. 151-173. Edited by Ernst Kahler. 
Stuttgart: Philipp Reel am Jun., Nr. 1578/78a, 1964. 
Neitzsche, Friedrich Wilhelm. Friedrich Nietzsche, 
WerKe. 2te Auflage, Band 2.Jenseits von Gut und 
Bose.Section 28, p.593. Munchen: Carl Hanser 
Verlag, 1954-56. 
Savory, Theodore. The Art of Translation. Boston: 
The Writers, Inc., 1968. 
Storig, Hans Joachim, ed. Das Problem des Uebersetzens. 
Wege der Forschuhg, Band VIII. Darmstadt: Wissen-
schaftl iche Buchgesellschaft, 1963. 
